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PREFACE. 



THIS little work tells its own tale. It 
is the record of a personal experience 
of a County Asylum. The author has 
communicated to the publishers the real 
name of the place where she suffered, 
with other particulars, which for obvious 
reasons it is necessary to suppress. The 
book is, in fact, another contribution to 
the long list of indignant protests against 
the laws which permit the incarceration 
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of an unfortunate person on the suspicion 
of a general practitioner and the approval 
of an expert. Nothing is more subtle 
than an affection of the brain— nothing 
more beyond the reach of an ordinary 
country doctor — nothing more difficult to 
draw than the line where reason ends 
and where insanity begins. Yet we hand 
ourselves over, deliberately or carelessly, 
as we choose to put the case, to the 
tender mercies of a man who is tolerably 
sure to treat every case which he does 
not nnderstand as one of insanity, and 
to a specialist, a '*mad doctor," who is 
popularly supposed to believe that half 
mankind are mad and ought to be locked 
up, and the other half on the verge of 
madness, and ought to be kept under the 
supervision of mad doctors. The unfor- 
tunate lady who writes this book was 
afflicted exactly in the same way as 
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Hilda in the tale. At a time when 
her strength was overtasked, when she 
was actually sickening of fever, the most 
terrible blow was dealt her — she heard 
accidentally, suddenly and without pre- 
paration, of her lover's supposed death. 
Then it was that an ignorant practitioner, 
backed by the specialist, got rid of a 
difficulty to which he was unequal, and 
sent her to a Lunatic Asylum. One 
cannot expect parents to be less ignorant 
than doctors ; they acquiesced ; probably 
the thought of a lunatic in the house 
was too much for them, and the usual 
commonplaces comforted them. She would 
be well cared for ; nothing could be better 
than the regulations; no one could be 
kinder than the attendants; the doctors 
were the best of men. 

The story of her treatment by the kindest 
of attendants is told in these pages ; that is 
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to say, it is half told. Who can tell, unless 
he have a pen of fire, the frightful suffer- 
ings of a young girl, carried to a mad- 
house while in a state of stupefied torpor, 
on awakening to reason, at finding herself 
thus shut up, alone, or among such dread- 
ful companions, uncared for, neglected 1 
This is what the benevolent regulations, 
coupled with the unremitting watchfulness 
of doctors, allow in a County Asylum. 
This is, in fact, what is always liable to 
happen, in spite of aU regulations, unless 
the regulations are accompanied and 
watched by a real system of visiting. 
It will be seen in the course of the 
narrative, that if the visitors had done 
their duty, this unhappy girl would not 
have become the prey of the women whose 
callous heartlessness, growing naturally out 
of their hard and difficult work, can 
only be repressed by the most unremitting 
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watchfulness. The visitors are supposed to 
pay frequent and " surprise" visits : as a 
matter of fact, their visits are too few, and 
the "surprise" is generally a farce. The 
doctors, freed from supervision, gradually 
leave the management to servants ; the 
servants, not naturally disposed to be cruel, 
more and more consult their own ease, 
and assume an authority which belongs 
to their masters. It is not by regulations 
that an asylum can be governed ; it is not 
by any code of benevolent rules; it is 
not by any rules framed to prevent cruelty : 
it is by kindness. Kindness cannot be 
paid for; but it may be found to pay. 
Let the visitors — of whom half ought to 
he ladies — accept their duties as a matter 

« 

of grave responsibility ; let them visit daily, 
at all hours ; let some of them be always 
in the place, even, if possible, at night ; 
let doctors and nurses all know that 
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they are not carelessly trusted, but jealously 
watched ; let every patient feel that his 
case is regarded separately and carefully. 
When this is done, and not till then, will 
the story of Hilda become impossible. 
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CHAPTEE I. 



Edmund's departurk 



'* They cannot part — these eovls are one,** 

TiUii lark, rising higher and higher, 
seemed by the ever-increasing sweet- 
ness of its song to be striving for the 
approbation of a small audience, consisting 
of two human beings just then cross- 
ing the meadow. These, however, so far 
from listening to the flood of melody, 
seemed Oblivious to all around them, as 
they slowly traversed the well-known 

B 
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path leading to the railway station of 
Springlea, whence Edmund Lecou must 
soon depart. He was taking the train for 
the seaport, not many miles distant, where 
the ship lay in harbour on which he was 
to embark for abroad, and he was leaving 
his betrothed, Hilda Moran, to count the 
hours till his return in her uncongenial 
home at Springlea, the village where both 
were born, and where their love had 
"grown with their growth, and strength- 
ened with their strength." Small wonder, 
then, that this, which was their second 
separation, waa overwhelming them with 
sorrow. 

"Be brave, darling, for my sake, or I 
shall be quite unmanned; parting from 
you is so hard/' said the stalwart lover 
to the graceful girl clinging so fondly to 
his side. 

At this appeal, fair Hilda with great 
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effort succeeded in calming her agitation, 
and, with a look of mournful resignation, 
replied, "For your sake, dear Edmund, I 
will try to subdue the grief that seems 
almost to overcome me. I would, if 
possible, give you courage to go manfully 
to your duty, instead of depriving you 
of it, but I know not how to shake off a 
sense of calamity which oppresses me." 

** Follow my example, my own love," 
he tenderly whispered; "look forward 
with hope to the bright future that is to 
begin for us only a twelvemonth hence, 
when, this voyage once over, we are never 
more to part." 

Thus encouraged, Hilda called up a 
faintly cheerful smile — 

" I must turn to your keepsake my lively 
Polly for consolation, for I am not likely 
to find more intelligent sympathy." 

"At least, the parrot that I trained to 
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talk," returned he, **will not let you quite 
forget your faithful Edmund." 

'* Edmund, there is no need of even its 
prattle to keep alive the remembrance of 
you, my truest friend ; well you know how 
deeply your image is graven on my sad 
heart." 

A shrill railway whistle warned them 
how fast the moments were flying, and that 
a few yards now only intervened between 
them and the entrance to the station, 
where Mr. Moran would be waiting to 
drive his daughter back to their residence. 

With one long kiss, Edmund murmured 
his farewell; the next instant brought 
them within sight of Hilda's father, 
to whom with a word of greeting he 
consigned his heart's treasure. And then 
Edmund hastily stsode to the booking 
oflSce, where his luggage awaited him, 
while Mr. Moran, as had been arranged 
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beforehand, turned his horse's head home* 
ward, in order to avoid the pain of a more 
public parting. On this short journey, Mr. 
Moran made no attempt to soothe his 
sorrowing daughter — ^his only remarks were 
of the weather, the state of the crops, and 
other commonplace topics, for sentiment 
had never entered largely into Mr. Moran's 
composition, and now seemed quite extinct. 
The intense sensibility of Hilda's nature 
was a heritage, for good or for evil, from her 
mother, who died when her daughter was 
but a child. Hilda cherished a sweet but 
faint recollection of her. From her father 
and her stepmother she received scant 
sympathy. The former was a practical 
man, occupied too much with his business 
to think of a delicate and nervous daughter ; 
the latter, an equally practical woman, had 
her household and her own children to 
fill her mind. There was no actual unkind- 
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ness; but there was the neglect which 
comes of lack of sympathy. As regards 
the every-day wants of life, it must be 
acknowledged that Hilda had been properly 
looked after from the first by Mrs. Moran, 
who held herself in high esteem for the 
care she had thus taken of the sensitive 
orphan child. 

Such was the home now re-entered with 
a sense of loneliness by Hilda — a father 
and stepmother unsympathetic, a nature 
which required constant sympathy to pre- 
vent the development of morbid symptoms, 
and her companions the children, her half- 
brothers and sisters, not only too young 
for companionship, but still further removed 
from their grown-up sister by the constant 
supervision of a governess and a nurse, both 
jealous of interference with their special 
charges. 

**So you have got back at last. Papa," 
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ejaculated Mrs. Moran; "dear, dear, what 
a waste of time this fine morning." 

''Well, well," returned her husband, 
"you know I promised young Lecou that 
I'd go and bring Hilda back to save her 
from fretting/' 

" Tut, tut, what nonsense ! she might 
just as well have walked ; look at her red 
eyes; and here's been Jenkins backwards 
and forwards ever so often, to ask you 
what he should sow in the vacant patch 
beside the orchard." 

"Never mind just this once, Mamma," 
timidly interposed Hilda, laying her hand 
on her father's shoulder, and giving him 
a little gentle kiss on the edge of his near 
whisker, "I felt so unhappy, that I don't 
know how I should have got home without 
my father's company." 

"Dear, dear, was there ever such a 
romantic girl in the world," sharply retorted 
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Mrs. Moran ; " do go to your own room at 
once, and bathe your face, or you will 
not be fit to sit at table by luncheon-time. 
I should be quite ashamed if my little 
Maggie were half as foolish/' 

** Ay, ay, run along, girl, your mamma is 
quite right," said her father, kindly. 

Thus admonished, Hilda quickly re- 
treated to her room, not sorry to give 
unrestrained vent to a 'fit of weeping that 
had been growing momentarily harder and 
harder to repress. 

Edmund Lecou, her lover, had early lost 
both his parents, and, until he attained his 
majority, lived with his guardian, Mr. 
Fordyke, an eccentric elderly bachelor re- 
siding in the neighbourhood of Springlea, 
where had sprung up the intimacy with 
Hilda Moran. Her father was an old friend 
of Edmund's guardian, whose duty it then 
became to remind Edmund that the time 
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had now arrived for him to obey the recom- 
mendation and expressed wish of his father, 
that he should go to Ceylon and become 
personally acquainted with the coffee 
estates there which formed the greater part 
of his property, and were managed for him 
by a resident agent. In obedience to this 
desire, Edmund started on his first voyage, 
which, notwithstanding the pain of sepa- 
ration, created much pleasure ; while Hilda, 
just emancipated from the schoolroom, 
enjoyed her new freedom, dreamed all 
day long of the lover s tale whispered by 
Edmund before his departure, and fed her 
fancy with bright hopes of a joyful meeting. 
Delightfully too these hopes were realised ; 
the days flew by as if by enchantment from 
the hour of Edmund's return; every one 
radiant and to be remembered, however 
commonplace its round of details may have 
been, because not one passed by without 
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being illumined to each by the loved and 
loving face of the other. It was not 
one long day of love-making, because, 
necessarily, some part of every day was 
devoted by Edmund to the management 
of his aflfairs, while those hours of sepa- 
ration were spent by Hilda in the 
multifarious pursuits and household duties 
natural to a lively active girl in a country 
house; and so the days innocently and 
rapidly merged into months, nay, into 
years, for Edmund was now near the 
completion of his twenty-fourth year, and 
Hilda entering into her last teen. "Not 
until she is out of her teens'* had been 
Mr. Moran's decided answer, when pressed 
by Edmund to consent to an early 
union with his daughter; and Edmund 
perseveringly applied himself to the re- 
gulation of his a£Fairs. that he might 
be perfectly free to take a real holiday 
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when the day should arrive for his 
marriage. 

Fortunate as possessors of plantations 
are usually considered, it may be doubted 
whether the care and anxiety the proper 
management of them entails is sufficiently 
taken into account by many who are 
disposed to envy the prosperous; and it 
must be owned that Edmund^s property 
in Ceylon was giving him much thought 
and trouble. Jast now, life was to him 
so yery sweet, that a man of less energy 
might have weakly rested content with a 
fair income, and have let all minor matters 
take their chance; but Edmund's quick 
intellect having discovered while in Ceylon 
much that required a master hand to set 
in order, had returned with a firm intention 
to learn in England all that could be 
learned as to tropical planting, so that if 
he should find it necessary to go back, 
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he might return to Ceylon armed with 
the power that knowledge gives, and either 
initiate an improved system of management 
for the future, or better still, if possible, 
free himself of the risk and responsibility 
altogether by simply selling his estate. Still, 
as the day appointed for his departure drew 
nearer, his disinclination to leave Hilda 
grew stronger, until the prospect of their 
separation seemed to shape itself in the 
guise of an impending misfortune, rather 
than a duty voluntarily undertaken. In 
vain he argued with himself that such 
feelings were inconsistent with manhood ; 
they would not be thus set aside. During 
this long time of sweet companionship 
and continued interchange of thought, their 
mutual affection had taken deeper root, 
until the thought of parting appeared 
insupportable to them both. Far better 
would it have been for Edmund to have 
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taken Hilda with him to Ceylon. This 
was indeed proposed, but objected to by 
Mr. Moran, who thought that it was 
better for the test of absence to be 
applied to young people before they took 
the irrevocable step of getting married. 

It will be apparent that Mr. Moran, 
though prosaic, was yet a good father, 
doing his duty by his motherless child to 
the best of his judgment. 





CHAPTER II. 

LONG WAITING. 
" Ah ! smiles and joyance quickly died." 

WHEN Edmund was gone, the home- 
life seemed to Hilda more weari- 
some and oppressive than ever. She 
suffered, like so many girls, from the 
tedium of idleness. She had nothing to 
do. She had learned nothing but the 
usual things which go to make a girl's 
education. Her artistic instincts had not 
been trained ; she knew no small arts ; 
she was not stimulated by the ambition 
of writing ; she could play tolerably, yet 
was no musician, properly so called; she 
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was not particularly fond of reading; her 
birds and flowers could not fill up her 
life. Then her stepmother made a fatal 
mistake by excluding her from taking 
her proper share in the duties of the 
busy household, on the ground that she 
was a useless girl for such work ; the 
truth being that all work would have 
suited Hilda if care and sympathy went 
with it, and none if these were absent. 

The consequence was, that this fair 
young creature, whose pulses beat high 
with youth, gifted with much unsuspected 
talent, and possessing a fund of latent 
energy that only needed judicious foster- 
ing, by an indulgence of grief, unre- 
lieved by so much as a look of sympathy, 
pined and drooped in a most dreary state of 
isolation, though surrounded by busy, active 
folk from morning till night. True, she had 
occasional ecstasies, on the arrival of a 
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letter now and then from her lover, as 
opportunity occurred for forwarding one 
to England ; when, after the perusal of one 
of these, she would rush to her parrot (her 
only c(mfdante)^ and chatter with delight 
almost as extravagantly as the bird, which, by 
its cry of "Edmund ; come back, Edmund,'* 
hopping excitedly from perch to perch all 
the while, had, one could scarcely help 
believing, some Uttle idea of its mistress's 
feeling for the bright feUow who had 
brought the bird from its tropical abode, 
a year or two before, to charm his gentle 
maiden. 

Matters had been going on thus for three 
months or more, when an epidemic broke 
out in the low-lying districts not far re- 
moved from Springlea, which aroused Hilda 
to shake off her personal sorrow for the 
sake of relieving the sufferings of her poor 
neighbours, whose distress awoke un- 
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bounded pity in her brave heart. Day 
after day, she might have been seen trudg- 
ing for miles to visit the wretched homes 
of the labouring poor, where her benevolence 
found ample scope. While thus engaged at 
her voluntary undertaking, the daily jour- 
nals announced the arrival at Madras of the 
vessel in which Edmund Lecou sailed, at 
which port she was expected to make a 
lengthened stay. 

The summer was drawing to a close, as 
the lengthening twilight but too plainly 
showed, and the cooler atmosphere was 
already doing much to arrest the progress 
of the low fever so prevalent amongst the 
cottagers, who gained their livelihood by 
tending the herds that throve on the rich 
marshy meadow-lands stretching for miles 
far away from Springlea, itself situated on 
an eminence overlooking them at some 
little distance. 
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Latterly, as every day showed a more 
hopeful state of things for these poor 
people, Hilda, relieved of the pressure of 
constant work, which, in her unselfish 
eagerness to be of use in their great need, 
she had undertaken, was gradually losing 
strength, and was at last becoming con- 
scious of it herself. Often, on returning 
from her self-imposed mission of charity, 
her weariness was so great that she could 
feel sensible of nothing else. After resting 
a little, she would wonder why she had so 
suddenly become unfeeling, and reproach 
herself for it, as though she had uncon- 
sciously and unaccountably committed some 
misdeed. " Now," she would say to herself, 
" that I have so much to rejoice at, so many 
poor little children fast recovering, why 
am I not glad ? I used to feel very sorry 
when they seemed likely to die." Again 
and again this intense weakness, producing 
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this self-reproaching train of thought, ended 
in quite hysterical weeping, usually inter- 
rupted by the dinner-bell; then a hurried 
change of dress, and a hasty entering of 
the room, trying to do so with a pleasant 
smile, caused Mrs. Moran to look up and 
say something severe about want of punc- 
tuality at meal-times, or lack of neatness 
in arrangement of lace or ornaments at 
any time. These reproofs were borne in 
silence ; Hilda felt she deserved them, yet 
somehow knew she was powerless to 
alter her ways. Conversation was im- 
possible, her only idea being to watch for an 
opportunity at the conclusion of the meal 
to escape to her own room, there to picture 
to herself the happy, happy evenings— now, 
oh! so far off — ^when she and Edmund 
used to be inseparable. " How soon would 
he return? Was it not strange that she 
had been so long without a letter ? 
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Could anything be going wrong there 
too? Everything was so dull, every one 
so indifferent." Seldom could the brave, 
severely over-taxed girl get further than 
this in her musings without being overcome 
by a sense of renewed weariness, now with 
heaviness superadded. Poor child! is no 
one by to cheer and sustain her, to note 
the failure of health, and lovingly make 
her rest, and draw out her repressed 
feelings ? 




CHAPTER III. 



NEWS OP EDMUND. 



^^ Spread in the village the tidings of ilL" 

ON the arrival at Madras of Edmund 
Lecou's ship, the *' Arrow/' he 
had immediately written to Hilda, as we 
have seen. His vessel being about to 
leave for another port, he received her 
reply, and hastened to answer it, as the 
captain intimated that many weeks would 
probably elapse before another opportunity- 
would occur for the despatch of missives 
to England. As the letters were being 
collected, an incident took place which 
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caused some confusion on board, in the 
midst of which the interesting, cheerful 
epistle that Edmund had but just penned 
to his tenderly cherished Hilda slid 
unnoticed from the hands of the sorter, 
and, by the press of many feet, all bustling 
and active, got quickly torn into fragments, 
which were borne away and dispersed by 
fitful gusts of wind In consequence of a 
message from the captain, a boat was 
alongside to convey a tall fine young 
man to the hospital, there to be doctored 
and cared for till the return of the ship, 
most likely in two months' time. 

"Make way there." 

"Ay, ay, sir." 

"Steady now, lads." 

The poor big fellow, unable to walk, 
was carried easily in the strong arms of 
some of his mates, and carefully lowered 
on to a mattress prepared for him at the 
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bottom of the boat It was this excitement 
which created a stir, resulting in the un- 
discovered loss of Lecou's unfortunate 
letter. The sick man had been attacked 
with fever, and all ship appliances 
proving unavailing, the captain had deter- 
mined to send him on shore in the hopes 
of securing better advice, intending to pick 
him up on his return. Alas I death, which 
so often takes the strong and leaves 
the weak, had marked him, and within 
a day or two, while the "Arrow" was 
gaily cleaving her way through the ocean, 
he breathed his last, on the day preceding 
the departure of the mail from Madras. 
The smart young fellow had been a great 
favourite of Edmund Lecou, who, finding 
him almost destitute, had generously supplied 
him with clothing during his illness from 
his own well-stocked kit. In this way 
arose the mistake of inserting a wrong 
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name on the hospital books, an extract 
from which had, in accordance with 
custom, been supplied to the Madras 
News. By a fatal coincidence, a copy 
of this very paper was sent to Mrs. 
Moran by an old acquaintance of hers 
long settled in India, and, strange to 
»y, .bsolately ignorant of even the 
name of Edmund Lecou; the lady's 
special motive having been one of honest 
wifely pride, this particular journal con- 
taining a flattering report of a speech 
recently made by her husband at some 
important assembly. The mail that brought 
this ill - fated newspaper immediately 
followed that which should have carried 
Edmund Lecous animated and eagerly- 
looked -for letter to Hilda, that never 
came, as we know — conclusive cor- 
roboration apparently of the dire infor- 
mation in the obituary column of the 
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Madras News. Another strong proof 
this, were any needed, of the truth of the 
old sapng, "What great events from little 
causes rise!" 

On the particular morning that this 
foreign newspaper reached Springlea, one 
of the children was suffering from some 
slight indisposition, which induced Mrs. 
Moran to have her own breakfast sent up to 
the nursery, and with it letters, &c., addressed 
to herself, which had just been delivered 
by the post. The letters she at once 
perused, but, witlji the remark that **that 
could wait," put iaside the fateful journal 
for after-inspection ; so it happened that 
Hilda, supposing the mail had not yet 
arrived, and hoping that it would do so 
not later than the morrow, feeling sure 
that her expected letter would without 
doubt explain what must have been the 
unavoidable omission which had given her 
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such disappointment on the arrival of the 
previous mail, started off with tolerable 
equanimity on her errand of kind helpful- 
ness amongst the poor at her usual early 
hour. The morning had not far advanced, 
when Mrs. Moran, satisfied that her 
Eeggie's ailment was very slight, having 
soothed him into a soft sleep, gathered up 
her letters and the newspaper, and made 
her way to the library, where sat Mr. 
Moran, immersed in the TimeSy from which 
occupation he was soon disturbed by his wife 
crying out, "Papa, papa, do look here!" and 
rising, she showed him the name of Edmund 
Lecou in the death-list of the paper just 
sent her from India. He read it with a 
shocked face, " Bad news, bad news," said 
he; **no wonder Hilda didnt get a letter 
when the last mail came in." 

As they were talking over this sudden 
bereavement that had befallen his daughter, 
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there was a knock at the room-door, and 
Bridget the cook, impatient at waiting so 
long without receiving the usual orders for 
the day, put her head in to ask if she 
"kud spake to the misthress." Mrs. 
Moran, surprised that anything could have 
made her forget her prescribed house- 
keeping routine, hurried out after her, 
explaining as she went, ''Dear, dear, this 
sudden news has put everything quite out 
of my head. And how," continued she, 
" we are to break the news of his death to 
Miss Hilda is more than I can think." 
Scarcely had Mrs. Moran left the kitchen, 
before Bridget, elated at being the first to 
make known tidings of such import, related 
the sad fact to every servant of the 
household; and yet the girl had a tender 
heart, and was as sorry as the rest of them 
that their young lady should have to bear 
this calamity. Meanwhile, Mr. Moran put 



36 ONLY A TWELVEMONTH, 



on his hat, and set out for the purpose of 
walking off the shock, if possible, and with a 
vague idea that he might meet his daughter, 
and perhaps prepare her somewhat for the 
ill-tidings; but this did not take place. 
Hilda^ ascertaining the condition of her 
poor patients to be decidedly improving, 
and her own weakness sensibly increasing, 
resolved to return home and try the effect 
of an unwonted rest; she entered the 
open doorway, and, turning languidly into 
the library, sank on a chair, too fatigued 
to notice anything, where Mrs. Moran, 
presently coming in, found her. Not a 
little surprised and disconcerted by the 
girl's getting back earlier than was expected, 
before she had settled how to break the 
mournful intelligence, she hurriedly glanced 
towards the outspread newspaper close at 
hand. Hilda, struck by the ominous look 
and manner, and divining with the quick 
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instinct of love that some misfortune had 
befallen Edmund, hastily rose from her 
seat, exclaiming, "What is the matter. 
Mamma ?" As she approached to glance too 
at the newspaper on which Mrs. Moran's 
gaze seemed riveted, Hilda's eyes rapidly 
scanned the sheet till they rested on the 
list of deaths at that far-away hospital ; she 
read the name of Edmund Lecou among 
them. For one instant she stood motion* 
less, her heart seemed to cease to beat; 
the next, with a cry of anguish, her 
over- wrought nerves gave way, and she 
fell prostrate at Mrs. Moran's feet. The 
nearest doctor was at once summoned, 
but poor Hilda lay stunned, without motion 
or sense; and when he recalled his 
frequent meetings with her while on his 
rounds, he at once concluded that she also 
had succumbed to the fever which had 
stricken down so many of his poorer 
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patients. In a few days the stupor of 
Hildas grief began to give place to a 
more hopeful phase, that of hysterical 
weeping. Unfortunately, the doctor was 
a mere village practitioner, entirely unfit 
to deal with a case in which a highly 
sensitive and nervous girl had been struck 
down by so cruel a blow. The treatment 
which he adopted was one suited for the 
rough natures of his villagers : he adminis- 
tered a potion which, indeed, checked the 
hysteria, but brought on a far worse phase 
of the disorder — delirium. Of course, like 
all doctors, he never for a moment hinted 
at his own ignorance being the cause of this 
development, although even a student at a 
hospital should have known that to adminis^ 
ter such a medicine to a patient who had 
been prostrated for three days, during which 
she had taken no nourishment or food of 
any kind, was a most dangerous experiment 
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Scarcely had this sapient member of the 
healing craft mounted his nag and com- 
menced ambling homewards, when he was 
accosted by old Biddy M*Grath, who hob" 
bled up, half out of breath in her eflforts 
to overtake him, having seen him depart 
from the window of the kitchen, where she 
had been to see her niece, Bridget, the 
cook, and to enquire after the health of 
Miss Moran. 

** Shure and it 's axing yer parding, yer 
honour, to stop you, anyway; but how's 
the dear young lady at all ? Such a blow 
for the swate prature ; and she so wake, 
too, after 'tinding upon so many of us 
yonder." 

Slackening still more his easy pace, that 
the old woman might keep up with him, 
and mentally wondering to what blow she 
referred, Mr. Potter cautiously replied — 

"Bad, very bad indeed, Biddy. But 
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she will soon pull through, I hope ; she 's 
young, you see." 

" Shure and it 's bekase she is young, yer 
honour, that the poor lady will take her 
throuble the more to heart, I'm thinkin'; 
and he such a foine young jintleman, too." 

Wonderingly, the doctor slowly reined 
in his sorry nag, as he bethought him that 
old Biddy seemed to have some clue to the 
illness of his gentle patient, whose symptoms, 
to say truth, bewildered him not a little. 

" Tut, woman," said he ; " don't you 
know that Miss Moran is not so silly as 
to &et herself into a fever because of her 
lover's absence." 

" Absence, indade, yer honour ; and it 's 
a moighty long leave-taking the swate 
young lady will be taking of Mr. Lecou. 
Mebbe she'll not be long after him, 
though ; such a purty pair as they were, 
and so fond of one another." 
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Surely, thought the doctor, this woman 
must be thinking that young Lecou is dead. 
But unwilling to acknowledge, even in so 
small a matter, that any one could be 
better informed than himself, he prudently 
resolved to let the old woman's tongue 
run on without betraying his astonishment 

** Strange things happen, Biddy," said 
he, tentatively. 

"Ah, but 'tisn't strange at all, at all, 
that the tinder lady should fret herself 
into a faver at hearing so suddint like of 
the dear young jintleman's being took 
away at wunst so." 

Puzzled more and more at these words, 
the cautious doctor urged on his steed, 
lest he should commit himself by further 
parley, waving his riding-whip, and closing 
the gossip with a slow nod and a solemn 
" Good day, Mrs. M'Grath." 

Cogitating for the remainder of his ride, 



42 ONLY A TWELVEMONTH, 

but to little purpose, Mr. Potter, as he 
neared home, caught sight of a figure 
whose back was towards him — but which 
he nevertheless recognised — ^retreating from 
his own door, but at some distance. " Ah," 
thought he, "now I shall hear all about 
it" 

At the sound of the horse's hoofs, out 
ran Bob Stocks, the groom, gardener, errand- 
boy, page, all in one square-built, under- 
sized frame — multum in parvo, in fact — 
representing the doctors factotum, and 
assisted him to dismount. Safely landed, 
the doctor trotted oflf to interrogate his 
wife, who, on her part, eager to tell the 
news she had just learned, hearing the 
familiar step of her husband on the gravel- 
path leading to the door, hastened, with 
a quick step and a portentous visage, to 
meet him. Being a less active walker 
himself, he no sooner espied the partner 
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of his life than he shouted out, being 
blessed with good lungs — 

"Wasn't that Mr. Fordyke's housekeeper 
I saw going away just now ? " 

Mrs. Potter did not quite like her news 
being thus unceremoniously snatched, as it 
were, out of her mouth, therefore waited 
till she had quite got up to her husband 
before satisfying him, then replying with 
quite leisurely dignity — 

**Why need you ask me, doctor, when 
you must have seen for yourself that it 
was Mrs. Bubb?" 

Seeing at once that Mrs. Potter had 
been about communicating something of 
importance, afid the mistake he had made 
in forestaUing her, he was caxeful to undo 
his error by putting her in a good humour 
without delay. 

" You are quite right, Selina, my dear ; 
I did see it was Mrs. Bubb, who'd been 
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here, most likely, for the benefit of your 
good advice. What a little tub of a 
woman she is, to be sure !" 

Mrs. Potter, who prided herself upon 
her general superiority to the rest of her 
sex, physically and mentally, considerably 
mollified by her husband's judicious com- 
pliment, graciously unbent from her 
indignant attitude, and proceeded to 
give Mr. Potter the full benefit he had 
solicited. 

Had this weU-meaning man but studied 
his *' books" half as much as he had this 
"woman's looks," how valuable he might 
have been in the little community amongst 
whom his lot was cast. But then, to be 
sure, a woman with so decided a faculty 
for making home uncomfortable as Mrs. 
Potter possessed, really necessitated the 
profound study of such a lover of easy 
smoothness as Mr. Potter, who would sacri- 
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fice anything to secure peace and quietness. 
And thus much precious time had to be 
wasted, that might have been much better 
employed had the momentous issues of life 
and death (his sacred charge in the parish) 
been deemed worthy of half as much 
patient consideration as the security of his 
domestic quietude exacted. 

To judge from the length of time spent 
in slowly pacing up and down the garden 
walks, Mrs. Potter's advice to her husband 
must have been worth asking for, and 
was certainly given in a peripatetic 
fashion, so indicative of sound philosophy. 
At last the unwonted pedestrianism ap- 
peared to tell on Mr. Potter, who, with 
a look of concern and fatigue, led the 
way to the house, deferentially remarking, 
as he held the door open for his wife to 
precede him— 

"My dear Selina, you have thrown an 
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entirely new light on this most difficult 



case." 



" Mark my words, doctor, you will find it 
the safest course to pursue," was her re- 
joinder, as, with a firm step, she passed 
out of sight towards her dressing-room. 

Shortly after this weighty conversation, 
a messenger from Springlea arrived, urging 
Mr. Potter's immediate return to Miss 
Moran, whose condition was described as 
most critical. While anxiously awaiting his 
visit, Mr. Moran, gravely consulting with his 
wife, ascertained that in the panic conse- 
quent on Hilda's sudden illness, neither of 
them had remembered to acquaint the 
doctor with the cause of the shock pre- 
ceding it, an omission which they deemed 
it prudent to rectify as soon as possible. 
Now, as in obedience to their summons he 
hurriedly entered, the exact circumstances 
of Hilda's seizure were related. 
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Mr. Potter listened to the recital as 
though the facts were being brought to 
his notice for the first time, and, rubbing 
the golden knob of his cane for some 
time, as though in deep thought (he was^ 
in fact, making up his mind to try the 
means suggested by his wife of getting rid 
of a case creditably which he knew himself 
incapable of dealing with), gravely repUed— 

"You have given me the clue to your 
daughter's malady, and I can only beg of 
you to be prepared for a heavy blow." 
Then, turning to Mrs. Moran, in whom 
he was quick enough to read signs of wil- 
lingness to seize any prospect of freeing 
her little brood from any possible danger 
of infection, ''Dear Madam," said he, "let 
me urge you both to act on my advice 
promptly — Miss Moran will otherwise en- 
tirely lose her reason. I counsel you to 
remove her immediately to an asylum, 
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where alone she can be treated with any 
hope of cure." 

A fresh paroxysm of delirium here seemed 
abruptly to attest the reasonableness of his 
warning, and drew the speakers to Hilda's 
apartment in fear. 

At his wits' end to know what experi- 
ment to try next on the poor girl, whose 
manner was now excited and incoherent, 
Mr. Potter bethought him of calling in 
a physician; the nearest, of whom he 
had but a slight acquaintance, held the 
responsible charge of the ** County Lunatic 
Asylum," some two or three miles distant, 
and, as such, did not practise privately. 
Still the urgency of the case warranted an 
application to be made for his services, 
time being aU-important A messenger was 
therefore despatched at once with a note 
from Mr. Potter, on receiving which. Dr. 
Trumolo sent a reply that he might be 
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expected within the hour, to give the 
opinion required, as a matter of neighbourly- 
courtesy, rather than professionally. Very 
quickly following his missive, Dr. Trumolo 
was received by Mr. and Mrs. Moran, of 
whom he had no intimate knowledge, and 
shortly put in possession of the facts con- 
cerning Miss Moran^s illness by Mr. Potter, 
who then led the way to the girl's bedside. 
Hilda appeared to know that the stranger 
was a doctor, and to mistake him for one 
who, when she was quite a child, attended 
her in an illness during a temporary visit 
from home ; but when his spare figure 
approached her more nearly, and his clear 
light grey eyes were searchingly fixed on 
her own, she recognised her error, and, 
waving him back with both hands, cried 
wildly, "This is not my dear old doctor; 
take him away, take him away," At this, 
Biddy M'Grath, who had been hastily 



s\ 
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installed as nurse, stepped in from the 
adjoining room to soothe her charge, as 
she would a petted baby. The interruption 
enabled Dr. Trumolo to complete his quiet 
inspection of Miss Moran's scared, troubled 
countenance undisturbed, for Biddy's soft 
chatter reassured the girl, who half-vacantly 
lay and listened. In a little while he quietly 
withdrew with Mr. Potter. 

The stniness remaining unbroken by 
any fresh outburst, Biddy sat and watched, 
thinking the while in her shrewd way 
that sorrow and not fever was working 
in this strange fashion on the poor 
helpless creature. Since the day when 
her sister summoned her from Ireland 
to be with her in her last illness, 
she had gained her livelihood by nursing 
in the neighbourhood; a calling for which 
her natural warm-heartedness and ready 
handiness well fitted her, illiterate though 
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she was. Biddy's sister, of whom she was 
thinking yet, was the widow of an English 
soldier, who, when pensioned as unfit for 
further service, returned to his native 
village in this pleasant county with his 
wife and only child; the injuries he 
received in foreign battles shortened his 
life, and his wife soon after contracted a 
low fever, under which she sank, a day or 
two after receiving Biddy's promise to 
take care of Bridget, then getting a big 
girl, and bring her up in "the place 
where her poor father was well known 
and liked by everybody." 

While Biddy was musing, Dr. Trumolo, 
judging from the appearances of the moment, 
was, without further investigation, induced 
with but little difficulty to adopt and 
recommend the view advanced by the 
medical man of the family; an opinion 
already acquiesced in by the suffering girl's 
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mother, of whose genuine aflfection there 
could, of course, be no doubt. Before 
this decision could be definitively put into 
execution, however, it was necessary for Mr. 
Moran to be of the same mind, and when 
he and his wife were summoned to listen 
to the medical dictum, every one was 
astonished to hear him raise strong objec- 
tions to the proposed course. 

"I am a plain, unscientific man," said 
he, "but I think my child can be cured 
here quite as soon as in a strange place ; 
besides, I have heard curious things about 
these asylums." 

"Miss Moran s disease requires constant 
watching by those specially qualified to 
deal with similar cases — ^this can be ob- 
tained only at asylums," replied Dr. 
Trumolo, with authority. " You are think- 
ing of private asylums, my old friend," 
kindly put in Mr. Potter ; "I am not 
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prepared to give an opinion as to the truth 
of anything you may have heard of them." 

** Doubtless Mr. Moran refers to rumours 
assigning motives of self-interest to some 
most unworthy proprietor of some one 
asylum," severely remarked Dr. Trumolo ; 
^^if he holds such an opinion, it would 
be wiser to send his afflicted daughter to 
a public institution." 

"Surely, surely, doctor," said Mrs. 
Moran, with a smile of approval; then 
turning to her husband, continued, "really 
my dear, this suggestion removes every 
obstacle— we could not risk keeping Hilda 
at home after the opinion Dr. Trumolo 
has expressed." 

**True, true," assented Mr. Moran, 
dubiously. 

**With Dr. Trumolo's daily experience, 
it would be impossible to diflfer from him — 
who could form so correct a judgment ?" 
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added Mrs. Moran. "And you know that 
she refuses food even from you; she will 
be starved here ; what will you say then ?" 

The kindly father shook his head, and 
hesitated still : though not ' a devoted 
parent, he liked his children well, and was 
pleased to take a rough kind of interest in 
them, especially if ailing; "but then," 
thought he, ''my wife is such a good 
manager, such an excellent mother, and 
considers these doctors right." 

As if to enforce the accuracy of his 
very thought, Dr. Trumolo went up to 
him, and in an emphatic, but far less 
dictatorial manner, besought him to follow 
the advice given to him. "It is the only 
way," said he, "of preserving your daughter's 
reason, possibly her life." 

"Papa, Papa, you must consent to save 
Hilda," interrupted Mrs. Moran. 

"Then," replied Mr. Moran, slowly, "I 
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will entrust my child to you, Dr. Trumolo ; 
take charge of her yourself." 

With much consideration, Dr. Trumolo 
pointed out that it would be prejudicial 
to Miss Moran's future interests if she 
were to become a resident of the County 
Asylum so near home — "it would be the 
talk of the neighbourhood " — and ultimately 
prevailed on the troubled father to select 
any similar public institution, at a greater 
but not too great distance from Springlea, 
say in- one of the adjoining counties, 
which could be reached without excessive 
fatigue before nightfall; assuring him that 
in all places of a public character the 
object was to bring about speedy recovery. 
"You see," argued he, smilingly, "no one 
has an interest there to detain patients 
for pecuniary profit." He then signified 
his intention of departing as soon as he 
had again looked in at Miss Moran, who. 
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at sight of him, roused from her torpor, 
aad cried out, "Take him away." Before 
leaving, however, he administered a strong 
opiate, from the effects of which partly, 
and partly from sheer exhaustion, the 
poor girl sank into a profound slumber. 





CHAPTEK IV. 

THE MADHOUSE. 
" Her grief has worn her into frenzy." 

IN a lofty, cell-like chamber, lighted 
by a narrow window close to the 
ceiling, lay a girl of nineteen years, asleep. 
The stone walls were bare ; the tiled floor 
was bare ; the room was devoid of furni- 
ture, except, facing the iron-bound door, 
spread across the wall beneath the small 
high window, a ragged, frowsy, straw 
pallet, on which the sleeper lay, her 
wealth of golden rippling hair tossed 
wildly about the hard pillow and the 
scanty, coarse bed-clothes. The time was 

B 
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sunset, towards the close of a dull chilly 
day in the waning summer, and a faint 
glow of the sunlight showed through the 
mean, dingy window-panes. Hark ! a moan 
of pain from the sleeper — an uneasy move- 
ment ; will she awake ? Not yet 1 

The light fades, till at length the rays 
slant down from only one comer of the 
inaccessible window, serving feebly to 
render the bare dreary outlines of the den 
visible. ** Mamma, give me some water," 
wearily sighed otit from the parched lips 
of the young helpless creature slowly 
wakening from slumber. No answer came, 
the heavy eyes unclosed, and, not yet 
used to the growing darkness — "Mamma, 
are you here ? Nurse, I am so thirsty ; 
water, please." Still no answer. 

The sleeper now, with eyes opening to 
distension, gradually perceived her sur- 
roundings. 
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" Mamma, Mamma, oh 1 Father dear, 
where, where am I ?'' With one great eflEbrt 
she loudly shrieked; the exertion took all 
her little strength away, and, with a groan 
of terror, Hilda Moran sank back exhausted 
and unconscious. 

All was dark when next Hilda awoke 
to consciousness ; soon the dreadful re- 
membrance of her previous awaking came 
to her — she trembled violently — essayed 
to persuade herself that it must have been 
an awful dream, and that the break of 
dawn would reveal the familar chamber of 
home ; but no — the terror was too extreme, 
the reality too vivid — she must be con- 
vinced ; she put out her hand in the faint 
hope of touching some homely object — 
it fingered the raised stone coping — a 
barrier to prevent the shifting of her 
wretched pallet — and a cold horror at 
the confirmation of her worst fears fell 
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on her bewildered spirit. In a little while 
she heard the sharp click of a key turning 
in the lock, and beheld, standing in the 
doorway, a thick-set woman of middle 
height and respectable appearance, whose 
age might be two or three and thirty, 
wearing a plain black gown, white cap, 
and apron. She held a small lantern — 
with grim impassiveness turned the light 
on to Hilda's face, the next instant re- 
locked the door and was gone, before Hilda 
could unglue her parched lips to utter a 
sound. It was true, then — the bare stone 
walls, the old brick flooring, the narrow 
cell with its heavy-iron bound door — 
naught else, save the dilapidated palliasse, 
on which, with coarse scant covering, lay 
herself! She strove to imagine where she 
was, how she came to be here — ^in vain — 
then felt it must be a prison. Why was 
she immured ? Her brain reeled. Had she 
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committed some fearful crime ? What ? 
When ? The useless eflEbrt to account for 
her situation again overcame her; she 
raised herself to grope about for some 
hidden means of egress — screamed, " Father, 
can you hear ? Are you too in prison ? 
Kescue me!" — then fell back senseless. 
• • • • • • 

** Dear, dear, the leaves are beginning to 
fall already, Fordyke." 

**In truth, old friend, I have hardly 
noticed the season, since the intelligence of 
my Edmund's death arrived." 

"Tut, tut, man, don't give way," an- 
swered Mr. Moran, as the couple advanced 
down the avenue of fine old chestnuts 
adjoining the grounds of Springlea — "tut, 
tut, Edmund was not your own son ; think 
how much worse must be my feelings at 
my own child's awful affliction." 

"I do think. I feel for dear Hilda as 
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much as you can yourself, although she is 
your own daughter." 

** Yes, yes, if she had never seen Edmund, 
she would now be her mother's right hand, 
and gay as a lark." 

"*Tis that thought which makes my 
heart yearn so towards her; I reproach 
myself for not having kept Edmund here, 
by undertaking bis business for him at 
Ceylon myself; but remember, old friend, 
you also thought it best for both the 
young people." 

"There, there, say no more, I was 
hasty, but neither of us can reproach the 
other." 

" Pardon me, Moran, but something 
tells me that at least Hilda might have 
been tended at home ; even / might have 
come to you often, and perhaps soothed 
her for our common loss." 

** No, no, Fordyke, don't say so ; Potter 
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mast know best, and my wife, sensible 
woman as she is, fond of Hilda as if 
she were her own mother, came to the 
same conclusion." 

"I fear they must be right, yet cannot 
reconcile my mind to picture your gentle 
Hilda in a public lunatic asylum." 

"There, there, that you know was my 
doing; I would never entrust my girl to 
a private asylum, although Potter recom- 
mended one, after the scandalous tales 
you and I have heard related of them; 
but, in a public institution, my child must 
have the best possible care and proper 
treatment." 

" I doubt 'not, friend, that your choice 
of an asylum was right; my objection is 
to parting with Hilda at all, she always 
so sensitive^ and plunged into such a 
calamity through grief that you and I 
feel to have been overpowering." 
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**Well, well, it must have been right, 
for every report states that, if all who love 
her continue to keep out of her sight, 
her symptoms, now so favourable, augur 
a speedy restoration to health and reason." 

Silenced, but not convinced, Mr. Fordyke 
shook hands with Mr. Moran, each re- 
turning to his own home in a serious frame 
of mind, which, however, in Mr. Moran's 
case, enlivened by his little troop of 
young children, soon passed off, almost 
to the exclusion of any thought of his 
firstborn and orphan girl. 

** If Hilda Moran's mother were alive," 
soliloquised Mrs. Bubb, **what would she 
say to know her only child was an inmate 
of a County Asylum ? Ah, it seems but 
yesterday that she came running in to 
tell m6 of her engagement with Moran, 
and yet more than twenty years have 
passed since that day. As if she could 
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have been blind to the fact that every- 
body in our circle marked him out for 
my husband. Now I 'm having my 
revenge, although I'm only a poor house- 
keeper; she was too weak to manage 
Moran or his estate, and sank under the 
attempt; and now her child, this Hilda, 
too lovely forsooth for ordinary mortals, 
how is her pride humbled ! I ought to 
be rejoiced, for somehow I've never yet 
been slighted but, sooner or later, I've 
had an opportunity of repaying it which 
it would have been folly to have neglected, 
and have been revenged!" 

The woman's small black eyes sparkled 
with triumph, and her short adipose form, 
as she rolled from her easy chair, looked 
almost commanding. To the eyes of Mr. 
Fordyke, who now entered the apartment, 
there seemed something nearly beautiful in 
her aspect. "Have you heard," said she, 
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"that Hilda Moran, if kept apart from 
her friends, is likely to recover soon? 
"Yes, my dear Mrs. Bubb, and rejoice." 
"Ah, Mr. Fordyke, had this Hilda's 
mother only been so treated when she 
gave way to excessive grief, in the days 
when we were so much together as girls, 
she would not, in all probability, have 
become so delicate as to die young." 

X 

"When her only brother was drowned 
while bathing, which caused such a shock 
to her system, you mean ?" 

"Yes, true, and for a long time she 
was ^mad as a March hare,' although by 
her friends it was given out that she 
was only indulging a natural melancholy ; 
but I know better." 

"Singular, that mother and daughter 
should receive so similar a blow, and 
both be so seriously aflfected by it" 

" Yes, but by our doctor's prompt action 
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the daughters health will not be allowed 
to waste away in useless grief/* 

"To him the credit is really due, yet 
still " Mr. Fordyke paused. 

"Would that the parents of my early 
friend had been so advised, instead of 
cossetting her up to her actual injury," 
continued his housekeeper. . 

Had Mrs. Bubb been quite truthful, 
she well understood that the first Mrs. 
Moran, deeply as she felt the loss of her 
brother, rallied from the terrible stroke of 
fortune to bravely sustain her sorrowing 
parents ; away from them, the daily disap- 
pointment of living with an unsympathetic 
husband, from whose manly bearing she 
had expected far different companionship, 
preyed upon her gentle heart; thus she 
gradually pined her life away, regretting 
only the parting with her little Hilda. 

Mr. Fordyke now roused himself from 
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his dejection to perform a duty with which 
he had abeady allowed it too long to 
interfere — to wind up, in his capacity of 
guardian, the affairs of Edmund Lecou ; 
with which purpose he wrote first to the 
manager of the estates in Ceylon for a 
statement of the accounts, &c,, begging 
him to obtain tlie fullest information with 
regard to Lecou's death, and incidentally 
mentioning the helpless condition into 
which the shock of the bereavement had 
thrown Hilda. 

The market town of L was on the 

direct road from Linden Lodge, and so 
near, that Mra Bubb generally drove there 
once or twice a-week to make purchases 
frequently for Mrs. Moran as well as Mr. 
Fordyke, and was always ready to take 
charge of small parcels of clothing, &c., for 
Hilda, as she passed the asylum, which stood 
in its own grounds on the highway, from 
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which it was concealed by a lofty wall, 
at a short distance from the town. She 
never went without a liberal gratuity from 
Mr. Moran for Sophronia Jones, the nurse 
of the asylum, who was evidently (thought 
they all) wonderfully backing up the skilful 
treatment pursued by the doctors for Hilda's 
cure, now only a question of time. 

Mr. Moran, though the last to give in 
his adhesion to the Council of Banishment 
(so ruthlessly enforcing the expulsion of his 
child), was the first to uphold its decrees, 
resting perfectly satisfied that his daughter 
was better cared for than would have been 
possible elsewhere. His gratitude to Hilda's 
guardians exceeded the natural desire to 
see her that paternal affection sometimes 
suggested. As for Sophronia, she was the 
chief attendant of the ward in which Hilda 
was confined, to whom Mrs. Moran herself 
had entrusted Hilda on the day of her 
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admission to the asylum, and on whom 
she made a most favourable impression, 
the counterpart of which, as usual, stamped 
itself on Mr. Morans mind. "His wife's 
judgment never erred, and she was such 
an excellent j udge of character ! " In this 
case most people would also have been of 
her opinion. 

Sophronia was a bustling, wiry woman of 
average height, probably sixty years of age : 
her bright brown hair, upright figure, 
and brisk walk gave an idea of youth 
which the many-lined, deep-furrowed face 
denied, although a certain comeliness of 
feature yet remained ; on the whole, when 
in a good temper (she was usually cross), 
she had what one may call a comfortable 
sort of look, which, with an air of great 
experience, marked her as a likely person 
to possess the requisite qualifications of a 
good nurse. This woman did not forget 
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the desire betrayed by Mrs. Moran, when 
she had deposited Hilda within the grand 
portals of this imposing-looking building — 
a desire showing itself in every word, look, 
and gesture — to be rid of the care and 
responsibility of a sick girl for an 
indefinite period. Sophronia resolved to 
gratify this desire as long as she could. 
She was in no hurry to lose the nice 
little income she was deriving from so 
profitable a patient, and, with the view of 
keeping it as long as possible, she constantly 
invented new accounts of the great trouble 
Bolda gave, even to herself. Further, she 
asserted thatt the girl would never recover 
unless kept aloof from all home influence. 




CHAPTER V. 

THE ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE. 
" Which to remember only, — my dismay reviewa" 

TIME sped on, though unhappy Hilda 
had no means of knowing how; her 
incarceration must have lasted many, many 
days, if not weeks. 

Sometimes it would occur to one of the 
gardeners that ventilation might be bene- 
ficial to the building. Her casement would 
then be opened from the outside, and so 
left till he or another would bethink him- 
self that the place might become damp, 
and, in the same careless way, would close 
it; consequently, the neglected girl some- 
times slaked her terrible thirst with the 
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rain-drops beating in at the high, narrow 
window, so welcome as they fell in her 
wide-open, parched mouth, although even at 
that time of the year the wind blew cold 
at night, and, with the wet, chilled her 
to the very bones, half-clad as she was, 
and with such spare bed-covering. Some- 
times the weather would turn sultry. On 
such occasions, more often than not, the 
casement would be closed; not a breath 
of air otherwise attainable in the close 
lair, the stifling atmosphere nearly suffo- 
cating her. Again and again did Hilda 
wake from a swoon, to find herself still 
imprisoned in the same cave-like place — 
alone! Again and again did the cold 
gloom of the scene terrify her back into 
a fit, in which all sense mercifully left 
her. Now and then she would find a 
pleasing face and form kneeling by her 

low pallet, administering a cordial, but 
p 
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refusing to speak, and vanishing out at 
the massive door as soon as addressed 
by the sinking girl. Mostly she seemed 
alonCy neglected, and uncared for. 

One day a certain attendant, who was a 
novice in the peculiar ways of the asylum, 
unlocking the doors, entered with a cup of 
boiling milk. She was an abnormally tall 
young woman, of broad, well-developed 
frame, whose columnar throat supported a 
head of much smaUer dimensions, giving her 
a singular appearance* Seeing Hilda gasp- 
ing and speechless alarmed her. Leaving 
the double doors both ajar, she ran for 
water, and kneeling down, tenderly sponged 
her poor clammy lips. This, and the influx 
of air, presently revived Hilda, who had 
lain ^o many hours unheeded that the 
atmosphere, completely fetid, had tho- 
roughly overpowered her ; the patient 
suffering in' the girls face moved her to 
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tears of pity. At this sign of compassion, 
Hilda inclined her face towards the fair, 
soft cheek and pretty flaxen hair, and her 
own tears began to flow silently and 
softly. 

"Wake up, lassie; dinna greet," said she, 
protectingly, to the sufferer, who could have 
been but a few years younger than herself. 
"Canna ye stir? Ye maun ha' been a 
bonnie bairn but th' ither day." 

"Janet, Janet I" In stepped Sophronia 
Jones. "There's plenty for you to do 
without wasting all day upon this girl," 
said she, angrily ; and Janet, bending stiU 
further forward to hide her face, hastily 
snatched up the cup of milk at her side, 
and popped a spoonful of it scalding into 
Hilda's mouth, forgetting that it had not 
had time to cool. 

Never again was Hilda waited on by 
the good, gentle Scotchwoman. When 
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next Hilda heard the sound of unfasten- 
ing doors, she looked wistfully for the 
same kind girl, whose presence had re- 
freshed her like a shower the parched 
earth, but this time it was a smart, good- 
looking attendant of quite different mien, 
bouncing carelessly in, who, with mirthful 
brutality, responded to the oft-repeated 
query, " Where am I ? " — uttered in tremb- 
ling accents by poor Hilda — ^in such a way 
as to remove all doubt from the prisoner's 
mind as to her whereabouts — 

"Hold your tongue, loooy, or 111 get 
you sent to a worse place, where you'll 
be chained up for a show ! Did you never 
hear of Bedlam ? That 's how you 'd get 
served there I " 

The dread intelligence was received in 
silence (she was momentarily stunned by 
its horror), but the unfeeling jest had, un- 
known to its utterer, its errand of mercy ; 



THE ATTEMPT TO ESCAPE. 77 

for, from the instant that Hilda realised her 
actual position, she strove to understand 
it. She began to remember clearly how 
the sad tidiogs of Edmund Lecou's death 
had prostrated her with grief, and rendered 
her almost oblivious of all around her ; 
she began to comprehend, and to pity 
more than to blame, the cowardly panic 
which, she judged, must have led to her 
being sent to some lunatic asylum, falsely 
so called ; for what sort of shelter^ as the 
name implies, did this offer for a gentle- 
woman, hitherto nurtured in an atmosphere 
of comfort and care, with healthful breezes 
playing round her home? 

Hilda's case was not, in reality, one 
of insanity even in its mildest form, but 
just such an attack of extreme nervous 
prostration as might have been expected 
from her benevolent over-work, anxiety 
of mind, and monotonous daily life ; in 
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which state, on the sudden discovery 
that the son of her existence had 
disappeared for ever from her horizon, 
severe hysteria supervened as the natural, 
even necessary climax — the outlet by 
which alone such grief could escape from 
destroying the delicate balance of her fine 
organisation. 

From this time Hilda firmly resolved 
to control her grief; uncertainty was at 
an end ; and, although the loss of Edmund 
rendered the prospect of future life but 
dreary, the horror of the place in which 
she found herself urged her to strive 
for life and liberty, if only to acquaint 
her father with the dreadful mistake 
into which he had fallen in committing 
her to such tender mercies. She would 
forgive him and die, she thought— die in his 
arms, with his hand blessing his forsaken, 
still loving child. Such is the wondrous 
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elasticity of youth, so great the love of 
life implanted in every bosom, that, 
miraculous as it seems, or may have been — 
who can tell 1 — Hilda did recover so far as to 
rise unaided from her low couch of straw. 
She found she could stand; the weakness 
seemed gone ; her feet supported her. 
While she stood, dazed with her own 
recovery, the door opened, and one of the 
women of the place appeared. Hilda dashed 
past her, sprang through the doorway, then 
through a second, left ajar — for the cell 
was secured by massive double doors — 
into a bare passage, at the end of which 
enormous heavy closed portals barred her 
progress. They were closed, but not locked. 
For one instant she stood irresolute ; the girl, 
who was encumbered with a cup of tea and 
some toast, having no resting-place for them, 
ran after her, and was almost upon her, 
the keys dangling at her side, when Hilda, 
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putting her two weak hands on the massive 
handle, with desperate energy turned it 
before her pursuer could arrest her, and 
staggered into a spacious handsome corridor, 
where she was at once roughly grasped ,by 
two other attendants, who instantly perceived 
the situation. The place was filled with 
a score or two of fantastic-looking beings 
crowded together. They seemed roused to 
something like sympathy and indignation 
at the appearance among them of this 
poor girl, scantily clad, with pale cheeks 
and agonised face. Even the nurses did 
not dare at first to seize the girl, so 
clear was the feeling of these poor mad 
people. 

Maria Dunn, whose surprise at seeing 
Hilda able to stand up in her cell it 
was that led to this sudden attempt to 
gain at least partial liberty, sought to 
divert the attention of the patients from 
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the excited little group of which Hilda's 
tall figure was the centre; two nurses, 
Clara and Julia, both well-knit firm young 
women, joined her, closing in their pri- 
soner, who struggled to save herself 
from being pinioned. With the strength 
of despair she wrenched her arms from 
their fierce grasp, receiving on the upper 
part of one a heavy blow with the 
fist from Clara. The great pain, caused 
the arm to fall powerless, as if broken; at 
the same instant Hilda's eye lighted on 
her own reflection in a looking-glass on 
the wall facing her, showing her emaciated, 
pale, terrified countenance, and tangled 
mass of hair falling about, all except the 
short growth over the top of her head, 
every hair of which stood up bristling and 
white. So inexpressibly shocking was this 
revelation of herself to her bewildered 
gaze, that all further resistance became 



\ 
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impossible, and^her capture was imminent, 
when her agonising look in quest of 
succour fell on the figure of a gentleman, 
approaching from the far end of the long 
gallery, surveying the scene with quiet 
scrutiny. He drew nearer with a firm 
step and air of authority, which conveyed 
to Hilda a sense of his power, and, for- 
getful of her deficiency of apparel, and of 
all else but the terror of being consigned 
to her stifling cell again, she frantically 
waved her uninjured arm to beckon him, 
and gasped out with her last remaining 
strength in a tone of agonising appeal — 
** Save me, save me, from — ^the — awful — 
black hole !'* 

This was the crisis of Hildas imprison- 
ment; upon the success of this appeal 
depended far more than the mere return 
to her cell, there being the question of 
life or death, of madness or reason. 
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The man to whom she cried was none 
other than Dr. Helmsmate, the principal 
physician of the asylum. 

This important functionary, the absolute 
monarch of so many hapless mortals, the 
despotic ruler of all their attendants, whose 
will of iron ordained the actual literal 
carrying out of the least order, was, un- 
fortunately for the patients, fonder of 
amusement and of field sports than of his 
duty. Therefore, though he was always 
liable to return suddenly and without 
notice, days and even weeks passed with- 
out his presence at the asylum. The 
attendants, on these occasions, did what 
they pleased, tolerably fearless of conse- 
quences ; for, although expulsion would have 
certainly followed disobedience, what was 
easier than to assure the doctor that his 
orders had been punctually carried out? 
What was easier, also, than to assure him 
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that he had really given such orders as 
those to which he afterwards objected ? 

This, in fact, was what happened in this 
case. To his angry questions Sophronia 
replied boldly that the incarceration of the 
girl had been done by his express order; 
that, if he had not meant it, she had so 
understood it. Self-reproach, and the 
consciousness of failure in duty, prevented 
the physician from punishing the woman. 
Perhaps the hardening nature of his occu- 
pation tended to make him callous to these 
"mistakes," and the misery which they 
might cause. 

He now interfered, and to the purpose. 
Hilda, now perfectly unconscious, was 
carried to a bed in one of the dormitories. 
Here she lay for some days, slowly creeping 
back to life, but no longer tortured or 
neglected ; no longer in solitude ; no longer 
with the dreadful feeling that she was put 
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away out of the reach or care of any 
who might take some — even the least — 
interest in her. 

Presently she began to understand some- 
thing more of what was going on. Her 
reason, shaken by all that she had suffered, 
came back to her fully. Her bodily strength 
returned. She could sit up ; she could 
talk. She could beg the doctor to allow 
her change. 

He, for his part, was like all the rest, 
calmly confident that this girl was insane, 
though he took no pains to ascertain the 
fact His chief duty was to restore her 
bodily healtL As soon as that was in a 
fair way of recovery, he gave orders that 
she should be carried to a gallery used 
as the common sitting-room of the patients, 
and placed upon a sofa near a warm fire. 



CHAPTER VL 

VI8IT0BS. 
" All hope abandon, ye who enter here." 

AWE-STRICKEN by thus finding herself 
L face to face with so many women, 
in mo8t if not all of whom the physiog- 
nomy bore marks of insanity in one or 
other of its various sad aspects, Hilda cast 
down her eyes, unable longer to gaze 
unmoved at the spectacle. The room was 
full of madwomen. Their vacant faces, 
their idle gestures, their unmeaning talk, 
filled her with horror. The words of Shak- 
Bpere occurred to her — 
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" thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 
Oh, beat away the busy-meddling fiend 
That lays strong siege upon this wretch's soul, 
And from his bosom purge this black despair. — 
See, how the pangs of death do make him grin !" 

Why, then, doomed to pass her life among 
these unhappy people, forgotten of their 
God? 

Presently her looks fell on a fine cat, 
evidently just strayed in at the half-opened 
door of the corridor near her couch. So 
broken-down had she become, that the 
sight of this creature — the first home-like 
object presented to her bewildered senses 
since she had been removed from Spring- 
lea — ^brought tears to her eyes, and she 
started up from the sofa, intending to 
caress it — forgetting her great weakness, 
which only just enabled her to crawl 
after it on hands and knees — ^but without 
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success. Puss, feeling herself an interloper, 
and surprised by poor Hilda's singular 
mode of progression towards her, made 
good her escape ; and the timid girl crept 
back to her sofa. 

Before many more tedious days had 
elapsed, the light and air afforded by this 
spacious apartment, enlivened further by 
plants, pictures> birds, &c., wrought a 
marked improvement in her physical capa- 
bilities, but the sufferings of her heart and 
mind at her bereavement, abandonment, 
and dread environments, proved a per- 
manent check to the recovery of her health 
and serenity. 

One or other of the doctors of the 
establishment spent some small portion of 
each day in the corridor going about 
amongst the patients, but the numerous 
attendants clustering after them, acting as 
spokeswomen for their charges, foiled all 
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Hilda's attempts to make an appeal to 
them for restoration to liberty. The dread- 
ful injustice, the cruelty of the situation 
lay chiefly in this, that the very men to 
whom the girl should have looked naturally 
for help were inaccessible, or approached 
only by the servants, whose rude and 
ignorant character made them assume that 
everybody brought to a madhouse must 
needs be mad, and always remain mad. 
One may excuse these women, but what 
excuse can be made for the doctors them- 
selves, who should have seen their patients 
day by day, and neglected to give her 
freedom to one who was no longer out of 
her senses, whatever may once have been, 
for a brief space, her condition ? 

Still Hilda continued in her endeavour 
to obtain a hearing. On one occasion 
the doctors were followed by a string 

of gentlemen visitors — official, perhaps — 
o 
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to one of whom, a little behind the 
rest, Hilda contrived to utter a few 
broken words imploring aid, and while 
he paused, stated her father's name and 
residence, begging him in the name of 
common humanity to communicate to 
him her unfitness for detention and her 
desire to return home. This gentleman 
waa very young, and Hilda still possessed 
remarkable beauty; he honoured her with 
a long well-bred stare, then, with a short 
contemptuous laugh, said half-mockingly, 
as he turned on his heel to rejoin his com- 
panions, **Why don't you write to him?" 
Baulked and insulted, Hilda, who from 
a child had been terrified at an angry 
word, slank cowering away into a dark 
comer. Still, the words conveyed a 
suggestion, and being ridiculed by aU the 
young attendants, of whom in turn she 
besought writing materials, day after day, 



VISITORS. 91 



she determined at length to apply to the 
chief of them, an elderly woman, of 
sour visage and sharp manner, whom on 
that account she had hitherto feared to 
address. Her request, though at first re- 
fused with a grunt, was, after some time 
of patient waiting, at last granted ; and 
Hilda, in a tremor of hope and filial 
affection, sat down, and with weak, 
trembling fingers wrote a pathetic letter 
to her father. This she perforce entrusted 
to her stem janitress. Sophronia Jones, 
to post, and awaited an answer with 
agonising apprehension, yet sustained by 
hope. Occasionally, patients were visited 
by friends. Hilda, with an insatiable long- 
ing for familiar faces, would wistfully watch 
at the entrance to the reception-room, in 
the vain hope that some one would come 
to see her. This door- watching was soon 
noticed, and peremptorily forbidden. 
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Listlessly, one fine morning, looking out 
of a window which had until then escaped 
her observation, Hilda discovered that it 
commanded a view of part of a wide 
avenue leading to the gates of the estab- 
lishment ; carriages and well-dressed per- 
sons on foot were even now approaching. 
Actuated by an irrepressible yearning to 
behold the face of a friend, if haply one 
should be amongst them, she knelt on the 
high wooden seat, with her face almost 
glued to the window-pane, when suddenly 
her throat was gripped from behind, so 
tightly as to prevent her calling out, by 
Sophronia Jones, who, with one of her 
myrmidons clutching fiercely at Hilda's 
arm, dragged her away, and with coarse 
abuse forbade her ever to go near that 
window. ' 

Poor Hilda! she had been so glad to 
find this glimpse of life beyond her prison 
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walls, her outlook elsewhere being restricted 
to a large, melancholy patch of garden 
ground, where great trees, with ever-falling 
leaves, sheltered a colony of dismal-looking 
ravens, whose perpetual hopping and croak- 
ing without conveyed almost as gloomy an 
impression as the forlorn attitudes and 
fearsome looks of the maniacs within. 
True, amidst so much roughness and in- 
difference Hilda at times encountered a 
pleasant smile, or even a little kind ieed, 
which, by its unexpectedness, would over- 
power her with gratitude — *' small mercies 
indeed,*' yet welcomed as bright oases in 
the desert of her existence, whether from 
attendants, or inmates whose insanity was 
certainly not apparent, even under close 
observation. 

Of late, too, Hilda had the indulgence 
of sleeping on a bedstead in a decent cell 
to herself, but from this time Sophronia 



94 ONLY A TWELVEMONTH, 

Jones, who now and again took to being 
almost good to the girl in a way, would 
often drag her out of bed, unlocking her 
door while she slept, and ruthlessly fling her 
on to a pallet in close proximity to one 
already tenanted by one or other of the 
more violent and repulsive afflicted beings 
from contact with whom Hilda had involun- 
tarily shrunk during the day. How 
she was preserved from strangulation, and 
how she retained her reason, through any 
one of these oft-recurring nights of terror, 
she will never understand. She almost 
preferred her stifling den, where she used 
to lie gasping for the one instant's welcome 
rush of air admitted by the night-watch 
in her momentary call of inspection. On 
Hilda's release in the morning by an atten- 
dant unlocking this double-bedded room 
of torture, significant glances would pass 
from one to the other amongst the better- 
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disposed nurses, and once Hilda caught 
the remark, "Ah, this one's not wanted 
at home \^ and the whispered reply, " She 's 
in the way somewhere/* Meeting one of 
these alone near the general dressing-room, 
Hilda ventured to ask her if she knew 
why she was detained so unjustly, and 
why so rigorously treated. 

"Ah, Miss," was the undertoned answer, 
**'tis the bad character your own friends 
gave you who brought you here." 

And she hurriedly moved away, as if 
fearing she might be overheard, and lose 
her place for her communicativeness. 

It is needless to say that Hilda's letter 
had never left the building. Had it been 
permitted to reach her father, it might 
possibly have hastened her deliverance, as 
he m^ant always to act for the best. 
Alas, " Hell is paved with good intentions," 
and to such a place it seemed to Hilda, 
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her father had consigned her. Had a 
suspicious looker-ou noted the state of 
aflfairs, it would have been speedily 
observed that each one of these noctur- 
nal visitations was preceded by the an- 
nouncement, during the day, of a visitor 
for Sophronia Jones, when either she or 
her second in command and relative, 
Clara Thomson, would don a black silk 
dress and sail away to the reception- 
room. Could this visitor, treated with 
such respect, be in any way connected 
with Hilda's martyrdom ? 

To be sure, Clara Thomson, a hard, 
handsome, haughty young woman, was, 
from the first, accustomed to sting the 
poor girl with unfeeling jests at every 
opportunity. It was she who had so 
coarsely opened Hilda's eyes to the fact 
of her whereabouts, during those early 
haunting weeks of her incarceration. 
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One old woman, in Hilda's hearing, 
resenting the uncalled-for anger of an 
attendant, threatened to tell her friends. 
Her complaint was met with the taunt — 

"Do you think anybody minds what 
* loonies' choose to say?" 

The apartment in which Hilda now spent 
her waking hours was so spacious and well- 
proportioned, that it might have been a 
grand vestibule in a kingly palace, but for 
the character of its furniture, which was 
plain, substantial, even comfortable, but by 
no means gorgeous. The wooden flooring 
was scrupulously white, with a broad mat- 
ting of fibre down the middle from end 
to end of its great length; the vast ex- 
panse of solid wall was painted of a light 
stone colour, relieved by many engravings, 
principally of scripture subjects well exe- 
cuted; and busts of famed heroes, ancient 
and modern, surmounted most of the door- 



1 
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wayB, of which there were several on one 
side of the corridor, conducting, for the 
most part, to lavatories of a fair size, and 
small dormitories. On this same side, at 
equi-distant spaces, were two huge fire- 
places, sunk so far back, and encircled by 
such great high fenders, as to look fit for 
some giant's nursery ; and here indeed, with 
all its fair seeming, was Giant Despair ever 
at work, rearing children of misery to 
become outcasts of earth's highways and 
byways I 

On the other side of the parallelogram 
were also a few doors leading into a 
refectory, reception-room for friends of 
patients, sitting-room for nurses, &c., and 
several large, high, square windows, built 
out to admit of a recess wide enough for 
a seat in each. At one end was a still larger 
window, much higher, useful only to give 
light; while at the other end were heavy 
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wide doors^ kept constantly securely closed, 
except for the occasional ingress or egress 
of those employed or permitted in the 
room. To the right of these doors was 
an entrance into the library; to the left 
a square space of moderate size, a slip of 
the main gallery, not apparently yet speci- 
ally appropriated; it was ill-lighted, and 
perhaps on that account generally avoided, 
though it had its share of furniture and 
decoration, the latter consisting through- 
out of caged birds^ stands of flowers, and 
fern-cases. 

As Hilda lay one evening silently 
noticing her environments, she became 
aware of some one standing at the foot 
of the stiff black sofa, looking at her 
intently. Turning her face in that direction, 
she saw a small elderly woman dressed in a 
spotless print gown, the pattern and colours 
of which took her mind back to the patch- 
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work quilt sometimes exhibited in her 
childish days as her grandmother's work ; the 
make resembled that of two old fashion 
plates of as far back a period ; a dainty white 
lace cap fitted closely round the wrinkled 
brown face of the little old woman^ which 
made Hilda keep silent, thinking that she 
was a nurse — all the attendants wore 
white caps, though of a very different ap- 
pearance-and therefore fearing to trust 
the quiet brown eyes still fixed on her 
with an expression of kindly musing. 
" What you think of all this, Mees?" 
"To me it is most strange," replied 
Hilda. 

" So to me also one time, long time since." 
"Then you are not an attendant?" 
asked Hilda. 

" But no ! me poor Frenchwoman I 
Mademoiselle, parle - 1 - elle le fran9ais," 
continued she. 
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"Un peu, Madame/' said Hilda with a 
blush, for she was a good French scholar. 
The delight of the old lady quite altered 
her manner, the calm deliberate tones 
gave place to the gay, but still softly 
uttered accents of her own tongue, in which 
she now rapidly addressed Hilda, who 
also became interested and amused with 
Madame's pretty little speeches, to which 
she gave ready though* short responses. 
She was really too weak almost for speech ; 
the little woman soon observed this, and 
as one of the active bright young nurses 
came within earshot, withdrew with a 
graceful, low -spoken **Au revoir." 

One or two evenings after this, Clara 
Thomson came up to where Hilda was 
sitting, vainly attempting to fix her 
thoughts on a novel she had been per- 
mitted to borrow from the library shelves, 
saying harshly, "Come along, you're to 
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have a bath to-night before you go to 
bed,'' and strode off with the patient, un- 
resisting girL In the bath-room were four 
or five patients in various stages of un- 
dressing and dressing for the night. The 
powerful, resolute Clara pulled Hilda up to 
the large bath (from which was stepping out 
an idiotic-looking middle-aged woman, 
aided by Julia, who stood ready with 
towels to "rub down the poor animal") 
and roughly commenced stripping her. 
The delicate-minded girl drew back, and with 
earnest timidity, with eyes cast down, begged 
for a fresh bath, and, above all, privacy; 
while the young tyrant swiftly ended the un- 
dressing, removed the clothes in a heap to a 
little distance, and tumbled the abashed girl 
into the water without a reply, where in 
silence, the bitter tears coursing down her 
pale cheeks, the operation was rapidly 
performed, and Hilda, clad no longer in 
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a wretched garment that but half covered 
her tender frame, but in one of her own 
night-dresses, was ordered by her keeper to 
cany her bundle of apparel and deposit 
it in a corner of her sleeping cell, and 
led thither and locked in as usual, with 
just a few parting words roughly spoken 
by Clara — "You'll get no more breakfiwt 
brought here, mind; you^'re well enough 
to have it with the rest ; so just get 
np the minute you're called, and carry 
your things into the dressing - room ; 
don't you go putting them on in here, 
now/' 

It was well for Hilda that she escaped 
from being dragged out of bed this night 
to be thrust into the dreaded company 
of a maniac ; she at least had the luxury 
of weeping alone, and praying unmolested 
to that Heavenly Father whose aid she 
devoutly invoked, though half distracted 
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with the fear that even He bad deserted 
her. Gradually the awful doubt passed 
away, and with a sense of trust in the 
Almighty overruling of evil, at last she 
fell asleep. 

The room in which patients assembled 
for meals was lai^e and nearly square, 
corresponding in general appearance to the 
long gallery described ; its three great 
square windows looked out on a cheerful 
garden of some extent, planted with trees, 
shrubs, and flowers of many common 
sorts ; it was intersected by broad gravel 
paths, and was in daily use at stated times 
by the inmates for health and recreation, 
being surrounded on all sides by high 
brick walls, and entered from the main 
building. The only exit, required for 
gardftning p-orposos, was a heavy door, 
with "locks, bolts, and bars," built in 
the wall. Here, a few days later, Hilda was 



VISITORS. 105 



allowed to walk, aud here, resting on one 
of the wooden seats, she first met the 
matron. 

The next morning, Hilda meekly followed 
many women of all ages who were being 
marshalled in to breakfast. She had 
scarcely time to observe that the room 
contained three rows of solid long deal 
tables, stretching from end to end, except 
where a broad space intervened, quite across 
from doorway to window, with deal forms 
on each side of every table, on which all 
were rapidly seating themselves, when 
Clara Thomson, at the head of the 
centre table, espied her, and imperiously 
motioned her to a place within a few 
paces of herself, to which Hilda at once 
made her way without a word, and con- 
tinued her inspection till a cup of tea was 
placed in front of her, and she was told 
to help herself from a pile of thick bread 
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and butter near her, one of several down 
each table. Up to this time, the food 
of which Hilda had partaken in small 
quantities had been brought to her, and 
was, though quite plain, of a light, nourish- 
ing nature. Now, she managed to get 
down the insipid wash called tea, but 
was quite unable to eat more than a 
mouthful of the slice of thick, coarse 
bread, spread with rank butter, to which 
she had helped herself. On one side of 
Hilda sat a young rustic-looking girl of 
about sixteen, to all appearance in perfect 
health of body and mind, but of a some- 
what coarse, bold type. She was closely 
watching the new-comer, and presently 
said, in a loud whisper— 

"Isn't it beastly stuflF?" 

"Hold your tongue. Miss,*' exclaimed 
Clara, with irritating fierceness, which 
roused the girls temper. She retorted in 
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the same key — ^her voice was naturally 
incapable of modulation — 

" It 's only fit for pigs." 

"Go to the padded room, and stop till 
you know how to behave yourself." 

The girl, warned by the futility of re- 
sistance on former occasions, sullenly rose, 
and, with a look of dogged defiance, 
followed one of the attendants, of whom 
three or four were standing about, and 
was by her quietly led at Clara's bidding 
to the place of her confinement. 

At the conclusion of the meal, the poor 
creatures trooped all together out of the 
room, with the exception of one or two, 
who preferred remaining to assist the 
attendants in clearing away and washing 
up ; those who were favoured with 
separate dormitories hastened to make them 
clean and neat; a few who had received 
special permission, attended to the aviaries 
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and plants; others repaired to the library 
to read, or to engage in needlework, under 
superintendence, making useful articles 
required in the building; of these, one 
would now and again stroll off to an 
ancient piano in the room, and execute 
snatches of music more or less skilfully. 
This was generally too disturbing to the 
presiding janitress to be allowed for more 
than a very brief space of time, and the 
venerable "grand" had to be closed till a 
more convenient season. 2iY far the greater 
number, however, too vacant for engage- 
ment in any useful employment, scattered 
about the corridor, each intent upon her 
own devices for passing away the tedious 
hours : here and there a group amused 
themselves, like idle children, in incongruous 
conversation with one another, enlivened 
by ludicrous outbursts of laughter from 
one, and frantic gestures from another. 
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according to the passing humour of each 
poor wanderer; some, again, with troubled 
mutterings — each alone in her fancied 
misery — ^paced endlessly to and fro in the 
long gallery, like caged wild beasts ; others 
sat apart, in moody contemplation. One 
of these Hilda will never forget. She 
was a vacant-looking woman, in the prime 
of life, of superior appearance. She sat 
alone at a table, and with pencil in hand 
she was continuously making extracts from 
a book before her into a note-book, adding, 
as she supposed, comments and explanations 
upon her extracts. Her sad story, of which 
there were many parallels in the asylum, 
was of a love disappointment There was 
a pious woman and a young clergyman. 
She loved ; he thought he did : wooing and 
spiritual instruction went hand in hand. 
The prospect opened out before her, fair 
and bright, of a happy and useful life as 
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the companion and helpmeet of a clergy- 
man. It was cUi^ened by the futhlessness 
of her loTer, who found another girl, 
yoooger, more beautiful, perhaps more 
wealthy, to whom he tranafened his 
attentions. With the loss of her lover 
there died away in the poor woman all 
her higher nature, all the sustaining power 
of religion, all her hopes, and all her 
intellect. 

At the sound of s bell, those who 
were well enough for out-door exercise 
put on caps and bonnets for two hours' 
walk in the high-walled garden. 

Hilda soon learned to distinguish those 

in whom reason appeared the most nearly 

extioct, by the unvarying monotony, endless 

in variety, of each individual's pursuit; 

m the agonising druad of "becoming 

' unto them." she sought to make herself 

Mul in any occupation, however menial, 
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that could divert her attention from the 
demented sufferers. Her well-meant efforts 
were persistently discouraged, often angrily 
and with ridicule. True, her extreme 
debility and total want of former training 
in domestic matters made her help but 
little worth, although, with a lady's love 
of order and cleanliness, the small amount 
of work she tried to do was scrupulously 
well done. Coarse speeches and unfeeling 
taunts eventually drove her from the 
attempt to turn her thoughts in a sen- 
sible, if homely direction, to a terrible 
isolation. 

At the hour of one, a gong was struck. 
There was a general movement in the 
direction of the refectory, unnoticed by 
Hilda, lying on the usual hard couch, in 
an abstraction of painful thought, where 
she would have remained, hungry and im* 
cared for, had not the bright eyes of the 
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little Frenchwoman observed her as she 
was passing with the rest She made a 
slight halt — 

" N'entendez-vous pas, Mademoiselle?" 
said she, gently; "venez, venez diner," 
and hurried on. Hilda followed her, 
half faint for want of food. As she 
slowly moved towards the seat assigned 
her at breakfast, Sophronia Jones, who was 
now at the head of the principal table, 
called out sharply — 

'' Come to your seat. Miss Moran. Next 
time you 're so late, you 'U go without your 
dinner." 

She was soon served with boiled mutton 
and an ill-cooked potato, which, with bread, 
formed the meal. The latter was less un- 
palatable than when Hilda had tasted it 
in the morning with butter, and she con- 
trived to eat some. As she was putting 
a piece in her mouth, Martha Rail, who 
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was just released from the padded cell, 
remarked again in a loud whisper — 

"It's not quite so bad as the horrid 
butter, is it ? " 

This time, Sophronia and the younger 
nurses were busily engaged in carving, 
and the words were not heeded ; but Hilda 
quailed lest the scene of the fore part of 
the day should be re-enacted, and made no 
answer to Martha Rail, who herself continued 
eating, quite unconcerned. She was so 
constantly being punished in this way that 
she was really getting used to it, and, 
except in her angry moments, showed no 
sign but indifference. The appetites of 
some few individuals were catered for 
separately, but the majority partook of the 
coarse food alike; at any rate, it was 
abundant, and washed down with a glass 
of either beer or water, according to taste. 

On the following day, Hilda, slowly 
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pacing up and down the corridor, full of 
thought, stopped at the sound of the little 
Frenchwoman's voice from the half-opened 
door of one of the dormitories — 

" Ah, Mademoiselle, est-ce-vous ? Entrez 
done." 

Hilda stepped in, and was surprised to 
find the small chamber so different to the 
one she was occupying. The floor was 
carpeted, the walls decorated with gay 
little coloured prints representing phases 
of foreign life; the small bed boasted a 
white quilt ; there was a cane-seated chair, 
and a small antique chest of drawers with 
brass handles, on its top a white cover 
prettily laid out, with numerous cheap 
ornaments and boxes; above it, a fairly- 
executed ivory crucifix was suspended on 
a black marble mounting. The old lady 
rose from the chair, on which she was 
sitting making a lace cap, and offered it 
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to her visitor; on seeing Hilda hesitate to 
occupy the only seat, she perched herself 
on the foot of the neat iron bedstead, 
smiling, "Ass^yez - vons maintenant. 
Mademoiselle. " 

" Oui, merci, Madame." 

"Mais oui, la pauvre veuve Dureste," 
and she sadly shook her head. 

So sane and natural was her manner, 
that Hilda almost involuntarily said, 
"Dites-moi, Madame, comment arrive-t-il 
que vous vous trouvez ici ?" 

Madame Dureste's face became over- 
shadowed, as she replied in a lower voice, 
" Je ne sais pas exactement," then, after a 
pause, continued in the same low key, and 
in her native tongue, to relate something 
of her history to Hilda. It appeared that 
her husband had been of a higher rank 
than herself, and had displeased his family 
by marrying her; they had lived very 
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happily for a few years, cruising about 
in his own yacht till, putting into an 
English port for repairs, he was taken ill. 
She sent at once for his brother, who only 
arrived in time to see him die. So great 
was the wife's grief, that she must have 
temporarily lost all recollection, knowing 
nothing further, until she found herself in 
this asylum, and was told that her 
husband's brother had, in pity, placed 
her here, and would provide for her for 
life ; '* which he has done all these years, 
and often sends me presents," continued 
she. "I have not a relative of my own 
on earth, and am treated with kindness. 
Sometimes I go for walks and drives with 
other captives and attendants. They trust 
the care of the birds and flowers to me : 
I'm so glad of the amusement, because 
there is so much around to make me 
unhappy." 
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"Do you never wish to leave such a 
place?" pityingly queried Hilda. 

** Ah oui, mais " she broke off, her lip 

quivering, and presently resumed in English, 
out of compliment to Hilda's inadvertent 
resumption of her own language in ad- 
dressing her — " When I do write to 
Monsieur, he say, *No, you more safe, 
your head come bad outside in the big 
world!' so I stay always till the good 
God take me to live again with my 
husband — my son — ^is" — and she turned 
her head away to hide the fast - falling 
tears, Hilda was too much moved to 
speak. Julia, just then passing, heard 
a faint sob, saw Miss Moran seated 
within, and, catching her by the arm 
abruptly, led her away to a distant seat 
in the corridor. ** Stay there. Miss, if you 
please; you mustn't go making other 
people cry." Many a time after this, Hilda 
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wistfully looked out for a chat with the 
old French lady, but never again did she 
get an opportunity for more than a 
passing word, and by-and-by the little 
woman disappeared altogether. How she 
missed her quaint figure! What had 
become of her? No one could or would 
enlighten her on the point. 

From time to time Hilda began to get 
acquainted with other less interesting 
women, of whose perfect sanity she could 
have no doubt No sooner did their over- 
tures of fellowship commence than they 
ceased, or hers were repulsed, one after the 
other turning from her with looks of 
either suspicion, distrust, or aversion; 
so she was driven to the companionship 
of mad people— or lonelinesa One fair 
girl, scarcely more than a child, often 
attracted Hilda's attention; she was of 
the middle height, and of pale complexion. 
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always well and becomingly attired ; her 
rare beauty of face and figure was so 
statuesque, that Hilda mentally named her 
** Galatea." She frequently watched her 
standing for several minutes motionless in 
one favourite attitude, her lovely arms 
crossed upon her breast, her graceful form 
bent, and beautiful head lowered, with 
eyes fixed on her exquisite feet She 
looked an absolutely faultless model for a 
sculptor. Hilda once, in gentle pity, 
spoke to her, in hopes of drawing her 
out of such self-contemplation; the spell 
was broken, she raised her head, looked 
stedfastly at Hilda, relaxed the firm set 
of her rounded muscular arms, lifted one, 
and with the soft, white hand struck 
Hilda such a blow on the chest, that it 
nearly felled her. Scarcely able to recover 
her breath, she staggered away, while the 
statue remained rooted to the spot, her 
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eyes still strangely introspective, but an 
angelic smile playing round her mouth. 

Hilda was now able, on most days, to 
take a few turns in the garden which has 
been mentioned, with other denizens of 
the asylum, accompanied by several keepers, 
who evidently took more kindly to some of 
their charges than to others. Here, in the 
clear mornings of early winter, was a pleasant 
freshness, although no flowers lingered 
but Michaelmas daisies, and a few ragged 
marigolds; yet even the open air seemed 
infected with a spirit of espionage and 
untruth. Here, on one of these days, 
Hilda, while strolling sadly and apart, 
was approached by a woman ot some 
five - and - forty years, above the average 
height, of spare, wiry form, with an ex- 
pression of mystery on her faded though 
not unprepossessing countenance ; whom 
she bad often observed walking with 
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rapid strides, endlessly engaged with some 
perplexity connected with a corner of the 
old shawl that covered her shoulders. She 
came up to her unawares, and immediately 
linking one arm with Hilda's, shouted, 
"Now I've caught you," and continued 
her quick march, into which Hilda had 
perforce to fall, till they reached a se- 
questered seat, jerking her on to it, and 
seating herself at the same moment, so 
as not to leave hold of her arm, with 
her disengaged hand exhibited the comer 
of the shawl, exclaiming, '^ Look at this ! 
What do you think you deserve? Why 
do you give me all this work?" Hilda 
looked at it with wonder; innumerable 
pins were interwoven with extreme regu- 
larity, but without any traceable design, 
spreading upwards from the border in such 
close proximity to each other, that if the 
object were to cover the surface of the 
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fEu3ed thing completely, time would surely 
not BufSce in a century. Her look turned from 
it to the distraught face of her interlocutor, 
whose wild eyes glared back so terribly, 
tiiat Hilda longed to free herself from 
the grip that was retaining her like a 
vice. To struggle with so athletic a figure 
would certainly be useless, Hilda tried to 
conquer her alarm, and said soothingly, 
" It is troublesome work ; shall I help 
you?" The wretched being only grew 
more infuriated, and cried out, "Do you 
dare to patronise me? Help indeed! help I 
help I" die fiercely yelled. Nothing 
could so well have served Hilda in the 
dilemma; one or two of the attendants 
heard the word, and, mistaking the inten- 
tion of the cry, ran to the spot, preceded 
by the matron. Miss Major, who chanced 
to be withiu a few paces, screened by an 
old elm. She posed grandly in front of 
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them, a veritable goddess of power, saying 
coldly, **Ah! Mrs. Wyldie, I fear you 
are not so well to-day; walk up and 
down a little with Julia." 
. Mrs. Wyldie*s frenzy was as quickly 
quelled as roused; she stealthily let go 
of Hilda's arm, and, rising, departed as 
bidden, a false smile on her lip and a 
cunning light in her eyes. Miss Major 
took the vacated seat, and in a few kindly 
words ' tranquillised Miss Moran's fears ; 
then, as the latter recovered from her 
alarm, and was framing an entreaty to 
be released from such unjust detention, 
Miss Major handed her over to Susan, 
and with a good-natured shake of the 
hand and condescending nod was gone. 

Murmurings with regard to the diet 
were increasing and continuous, and became 
sufficiently unanimous to conquer the 
prevalent natural distrust each had of the 
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other; a plan of action was settled on by 
the more rational of the inmates, in which 
course saucy Martha Bail would have her 
say. "Wait till Dr. Helmsmate comes back I" 
counselled she. After some days he entered 
the corridor, when a small crowd, setting 
the keepers at defiance, at once surrounded 
him, and Hilda recognised the man of 
royal mien to whom she had appealed for 
protection on the night of her "sortie," 
and knew he was the chief of the 
establishment. 

"Do they think we shouldn't know it 
was Sunday, if we didn't have hard salt 
beef and hard-boiled carrots for dinner?" 
mischievously remarked one woman. 

" You '11 be well enough to go to 
church next Sunday," was the ready 
rejoinder. 

"No vegetables but bad potatoes all the 
week," called out another. 
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" Never a taste of fruit," muttered a third. 

**Eve longing for an apple over again," 
was his mild joke in reply. Nothing 
could exceed hU self-possession and good 
temper while this incident was enacted; 
the interest with which he listened, and the 
aflFability with which he addressed one or 
other by name, promising to redress the 
grievance, turned their anger into idolatry. 
Dr. Bramble, second in command, stood 
at a little distance, amused and watchful; 
the attendants began thronging round to 
coax the quondam malcontents to separate, 
so that Dr. Helmsmate might beat a 
retreat, when Hilda, taking advantage of 
the mU4e^ approached Dr. Bramble, with 
whose tall fine figure and expressive face 
she was now familiar, and timidly implored 
him to send for her father. He appeared 
to quite ignore her, all his interest centred 
on the [^dispersing group, but with his eyes 
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still fixed in that direction, answered 
rapidly in a clear low voice, "Do you 
know Sir Evelyn Flint? He visits here 
to-morrow; look out for him, and entrust 
him with a message to your father ;" then, 
without even a glance towards Hilda, 
with a swift long step or two he stood by 
the side of his principal, with whom he 
presently left the gallery. 

Hilda slept but little that night; she 
lay thinking of her dead love, and the 
misery ensuing upon his loss; then of her 
father, whom she pictured with one of 
her young sisters on his knee, as she had 
so often sat; next she tried to remember 
Sir Evelyn Flint, the morrow's expected 
visitor, but could not, recollecting only 
having heard his name mentioned as a 
justice of the peace of the very county 
to which she was now banished; £rom its 
contiguity to that of her home, there was 
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a probability of his having occasionally 
met her father. Was Dr. Bramble's com- 
munication a fact ? or was he not deceiving 
her? How was it he informed her so 
strangely? Would this magnate really 
come ? If S0| how should she know him ? 
&c» &c So ran her thoughts, till sleep 
took pity on her. On the following 
morning she rose quite unrefreshed ; the 
unappetising breakfast did her no good; 
even the tea was positively nauseous. After 
the meal, it was proposed that a party 
of ladies should occupy themselves with 
needlework in the library. EQlda resolved 
to be one ; it would help her to keep calm, 
she thought, in view of the coming excite- 
ment When she took her place at the 
large table — though she half regretted 
having joined them, for Clara Thomson 
was the superintendent on the occasion, 
and contrived to make the time of suspense 
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almost unbearable by her sharp words 
and irritating fault-findings with Hilda 
especially, who writhed under her mocking 
taunts — she was on the point of throwing 
aside the sewing, and rushing from the 
room, when the door opened, and Sir 
Evelyn Flint, whose name some one near 
her breathed in a whisper, entered in 
advance of some other gentlemen. Hilda 
saw a large-proportioned man of about 
sixty, with a broad open face of nearly 
olive complexion, in which the dark eyes 
shone with an expression of truth and 
benignity, drawing nearer with assured 
tread and easy manner, which gave her 
confidence to rise and address hiuL ''Sir 
Evelyn, are you acquainted with Mr. 
Moran of Springlea ?" He looked curiously 
at her, and bowed assent; her conflicting 
emotions were fast overpowering her 
modicum of strength — "He is my father; 
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ask him to — take — ^me — a — way," faltered 
she, in tones of entreaty, fixing her 
plaintive eyes on him; her heart beat 
violently — a sense of giddiness overtook 
her-the ground seemed dipping from 
under her feet — she caught at the table 
for support, and, while reading com- 
miseration in his glance, heard his reply 
as in a dream, "You re far better where 
you are," and sank fainting back in her 
chair, without sense or motion. 

For many weary days Hilda's life seemed 
ebbing away, then again her elastic con- 
stitution triumphed — she rallied. 

Goiiig, about this time, into the library 
listlessly for a book, and finding it just 
then untenanted, she sat down to read the 
one she chose, at the very table about 
which the working party had assembled 
when her overwrought nerves had given 
way at the kindly meant denial of her 
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request Her thoughts recurred to the 
scene, she could not read, she felt in- 
expressibly wretched; existence seemed no 
longer supportable; — at that instant her 
eyes lighted on a large pair of scissorsi 
just within her grasp. Ah t how bright 
the steel looked, how sharp the points I 
Had she not somewhere read of a forlorn 
creature ending her nuserable life by opening 
a vein with such an instrument ? It 
would not be difficult to do — ^and then, 
she might rejoin her Edmund. '' It would 
soon be oyer, so little vitality seems left 
in me," soliloquised she still, looking at 
one transparent hand, and half reaching 
out the other towards the homely weapon, 
hesitatingly — "no one on earth cares for 
me. It will injure no one, and I shall 
be free!" She raised her eyes to breathe 
a prayer to Heaven. "Forgive," she inly 
murmured, " forgive us " — her thoughts 
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went on — "lead us not into temptation." 
No other words followed^ but these would 
not go, repeating themselves ever more 
and more distinctly to her soul, forcing 
her to pause. A deep solemnity fell on 
her perturbed spirit ; resting her arms on 
the table and tightly folding her hands, she 
leant her aching head on them, and thus 
remained for many minutes; then rose, 
possessed herself firmly of the too suggestive 
implement, and with firm step and set 
white fSeu^e re-entered the corridor, slowly 
pacing up and down till she saw Julia 
emerge from one of the side rooms, then 
accosted her in a quiet decided tone — ''It 
was, I believe, you who were cutting out 
work in the library this morning 1" 

"Yes; what of it?'* 

"IVe brought you the scissors; don't 
you think it dangerous to leave them 
about in tkU place?" 
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That same evenlDg, trying once more 
to read, Hilda, looking up from the book, 
saw Janet standing by the door at the 
far end, speaking to a patient near. There 
could be no mistaking the towering form ; 
she ran swiftly towards her, and with a 
gesture of pleasure held out her hand ; 
" Janet 1 where have you been this long 
time ?" 

She coldly averted her eyes, and, without 
taking Hilda's proffered hand, replied in 
the most formal English at her command, 
"I'm on duty in another room," and 
quickly turned away to let herself out of 
the corridor, never after giving a sign of 
sympathy, not even of recognition f 

The slight wounded Hilda bitterly, who 
cherished the remembrance of her former 
pity in her heart; she knew not. that Janet 
was compelled by poverty to be so cautious, 
lest she should lose her daily bread. 
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Frequently did Hilda revolve in her 
mind various schemes of effecting her 
escape from bondage ; but, weak as she was, 
none seemed practicable in her penniless 
condition, that did not involve such risk 
as would probably sacrifice her life in the 
execution. Even that risk she came to 
consider as less culpable than the continued 
endurance of injury and injustice with 
tame submission. One only thought 
mercifully restrained her from making a 
desperate attempt to reach the outer 
world — she could not die without her 
father's kiss, and she dare not die without 
making one effort to free others of her 
countrywomen by disclosing their wrongs. 




CHAPTER VII I. 

A WHTTSD SSPULGHBE. 
''A hopeless darkness settles o'er my fate." 

WHEN Mr. Fordyke's communication 
reached the manager of Lecou's 
estates at Ceylon, he read it in great 
bewilderment, then forwarded it im- 
mediately to Edmund, who had not long 
left the island (whence he had despatched 
letters to England), bound to Madras, 
there to conclude the legal transfer of his 
plantations to a native of that place with 
whom he had been negotiating. Thoroughly 
alarmed, he at once telegraphed a con- 
tradiction of his supposed death to Mr. 
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Fordyke, and set about securing a home- 
ward passage without delay. So great was 
his anxiety, that he would assuredly have 
departed without staying for the completion 
of the legal documents required for the 
sale of his estate, had he not been forced 
to wait a few days for a vessel Happily, 
he did not know that his beloved Hilda 
was without the shelter of a home, *where 
the privilege of sorrowing unrestrained 
might bring some relief, but, at the 
acme of her grief, had been carted away 
to be incarcerated as a lunatic! 

Why had no letter been sent before ? 
For what reason had the young man kept 
those he loved in this long and cruel 
suspense ? The question is easily answered 
He had written. Before leaving Madras, he 
had written and despatched, as he thought, 
long and fuU letters, about himself and his 
projects, both to Mr. Fordyke and to Hilda. 
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£ut, by one of those simple accidents which 
are fortunately rare^ his packet, while being 
made up with others, fell upon the ground 
and was trampled upon. When it was 
picked up, the address was no longer legible, 
and the writer had left Madras. 

Who could depict the astonishment and 
delight that electrified Mr. Fordyke on 
receiving the] message from mid-ocean 
that the dead man livedo and might soon 
be looked for amongst them? With, 
almost boyish alacrity he hastened to 
Springlea, exhibiting the wondrous missive 
to the equally astonished gaze of the 
Morans, who, if far less exuberant in their 
delight, were sincerely rejoiced to hear the 
welcome news. "If my poor girl had 
sense enough to be told this'' — said 
Mr. Moran, hesitatingly. 

Mr. Fordyke took up the speech briskly 
— " she'd soon be herself again, I warrant." 
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"The shock might kill her," slowly re- 
maxked Mr. Moran. 

The old year was fast drawing to a 
close, for the month of December was 
commencing with unusual severity. The 
first snow of winter lay thick on the 
ground, and the wind made a hollow 
moan through the leafless trees, which in 
summer were the pride of Mr. Fordyke's 
residence. 

On this evening the cheerless scene had 
been early shut out from the library, which, 
with its close-drawn ample curtains and 
brilliant lights, was far more genial to the 
two elderly gentlemen chatting at the 
fireside, enjoyably it might have been 
supposed, but that their anxious glances 
towards a young man buried in thought 
at the other extremity of the room showed 
that some serious matter occupied their 
minds. Suddenly, the latter started up, 

K 
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and, advancing with rapid strides, said 
emphatically, " By Heaven, I wiU see her ! 
One above has spared her until my return, 
and man shall not keep me from her side. 
Had this heavy affliction befallen her but 
a few months later, I should have had 
the right to shield her in sickness and, in 
health. Who then would have dared even 
to counsel a husband to stand aloof from 
his wife in any extremity?" 

" Tou forget, Edmund," mildly inter- 
posed his guardian — *' you forget that 
dear Hilda's own father, with so many 
more years of experience than you, my lad, 
has felt it wisest to be ruled by the 
medical men in a matter so important, 
and so entirely in their province. 

" You cannot doubt my affection for my 
poor girl," broke in Mr. Moran, "nor that 
my wife and I would have visited her, 
many and many a time, but for the repeated 
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injunctions of those in attendance on her, 
corresponding with the advice of the doctors 
who ordered her removal. *Wait/ say 
they all, Hill time has ameliorated her 
sad condition, before you venture to 
possibly injure her by your presence/" 

''True love and common sense are often 
better teachers than all the doctors in the 
world/' pleaded Edmund in a more quiet 
and subdued tone. '' Such a state as hers/' 
continued he, ''must be worse than death. 
Your acquiescence has failed to restore my 
darling's reason; give me^leave, I beseech 
you, to try what my counsellors suggest." 

Overcome by the intensity of his emotions, 
Edmund sank into a chair, half-choked 
by heavy sobs which he could no longer 
restrain. 

Blessed enthusiasm ! how little that is 
great or good can ever be accomplished 
without it I 
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The very next morning, after the con- 
versation related had taken pla^e in Mr. 
Fordyke*8 library, as Dr. Helmsmate was 
lazily sipping his coffee, and skimming 
some light literature of the day in luxurious 
ease, he was interrupted by the announce- 
ment of three gentlemen, with whom he 
held a long and momentous discussion, 
ending by their following a staid, observant 
attendant through a lobby leading from 
Dr. Helmsmate*s apartments to a long 
passsage which opened into a spacious 
corridor, the promenade of several of his 
patients. At the end of this passage they 
quietly took up their post at a door, the 
upper part of which had panels of ground 
glass, with small clear spaces here and 
there, forming a pattern that enabled them 
to see — themselves unseen. 

Presently, with slow Ungering steps, a 
slight, so sHght, girlish figure advanced 
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down the slip off the corridor, and paused 
when within but a few feet of the door, 
at a stand on which rested a large cage 
containing a fine grey parrot, that at the 
approach of Hilda bent its head to the 
bars for the caress she was accustomed to 
give it. 

"Poor bird/* said she, stroking it? 
neck, '^ still speechless, as if infected 
by the misery of this dread place," and 
her tears began to flow silently. "In my 
own home, which I shall never live to see 
again," soliloquised the fragUe. fading 
girl, "I had my own parrot, lively and 
chattering, the gift of my own dear 
Edmund. He, too, is lost to me on this 
earth, but whispering angels tell my 
soul " — and she raised her tear - filled 
eyes to heaven in ecstacy — " * Soon 
shalt thou join him on that shore where 
parting is unknown. Wait and see! 



> n 
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After a pause — " I am so weary of waiting," 
faltered she, ''that now I can bear to go, 
even without my dear father's farewell 
kiss, for which only I have waited so 
long." 

The agitation of Edmund Lecou was 
getting uncontrollable ; his guardian and 
Mr. Moran, whose own eyes were not dry, 
hastily but quietly, at a sign from the 
attendant^ led him to the doctor's study, 
where they were entertained by Dr. 
Bramble, in the absence of his principal, 
and listened as patiently as they could 
to many of his learned theories ; the subject 
uppermost in the mind of all being care- 
fully eschewed by the cautious subaltern, 
who, on the return of his superior, bade 
them a courteous farewell, and withdrew. 

At the moment when Hilda, in an in- 
sensible condition, had been placed under the 
care of Dr. Helmsmate, he was on the eve of 
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paying a visit to join the first shooting 
party of the season; and having, in his 
well-ordered establishment, many persons 
in his employ to attend in various capa- 
cities on his patients, he contented himself, 
after a practised glance at the new arrival 
(sunk in lethargic sleep), with the simple 
direction, *^Best and quiet only needed 
for this lady," and so departed. These 
requisites, had the poor girl been a mere 
wild beast, would undoubtedly have been 
secured to her in the utterly odious 
quarters into which the still unconscious 
girl was so ignominiously thrust by the 
underlings, whose first consideration was 
to save themselves trouble about a girl 
" so very tiresome as Hilda, whose life hung 
on a single thread." At least, such was 
the nature of the confidential communi- 
cation made to Sophronia Jones, with 
hypocritical tears, by Mrs, Bubb, who 
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had most kindly volunteered to aid Mr. 
and Mrs. Moran in their painful task of 
bringing Hilda to this far-famed asylum. 

"A constant trouble to every one be- 
longing to her, it appears/' said Sophronia 
Jones. 

'"Dr. Helmsmate orders perfect quiet," 
remarked Clara Thomson. 

"Help lay her along there, Julia, 
she'll be quiet enough before morning, 
and nobody any the wiser;" and away 
walked Sophronia Jones, with supreme 
indiflference, leaving two or three young 
women to perform the allotted task. 

Thus was utilised the den which in 
the good old times had been deemed a 
fit receptacle for incurable lunatics of 
criminal 'tendencies, and was most assuredly 
well calculated to render hopeless the case 
of any human being so immured. 

On Dr. Helmsmate's arrival that evening 
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at his friend's shooting-box, he was jojrfully 
greeted by the whole party assembled. 
He was very popular amongst the men 
of his acquaintance, and no wonder, for 
he was a very prince of good fellows when 
'* out of harness," as he expressed it himself; 
and careful Dr. Bramble, his colleague, 
being in charge of the asylum, he proceeded 
at once to *' kick over the traces " and enjoy 
himself to his heart's content 

At about the same time. Dr. Bramble, 
following his usual custom when the 
management of the asylum devolved upon 
him, was taking his last evening round 
of the numerous apartments under his 
control "What is become of your new 
charge, Sophronia 1" said he, as he fsdled to 
observe the young girl so recently admitted. 

But Sophronia, who suffered occasionally 
from convenient deafness, shuffled off to 
her own room unheeding. Several young 
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women, however, ran to indicate the 
locality, and on his enquiring in con- 
Btemation, "Why is this lady so housed?" 
many eager replies explained that it was 
by Dr. Helmsmate's orders (they really 
thought so) ; and Dr. Bramble, knowing 
of old that interference with his arrange- 
ments was jealously resented, took note 
only of Hilda's stertorous breathing, and 
hastened to make her up a draught, with 
which he quickly returned, and, with gentle 
force, himself poured it down the throat 
of the unresisting, heavily-slumbering girl. 
Satisfied with having at any rate done 
his duly, he easUy permitted himself to 
become a prey to the numerous blandish- 
ments of so many of the fair sex, who, 
with many a merry joke and laugh, 
hurried him away, leaving the supposed 
dying girl to her fate, locked in with 
double doors as we have seen. 
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At the expiration of two or three weeks, 
Dr. Helmsmate had returned, just after 
Hilda had escaped from her terrible 
resting-place to a much less objectionable 
lodging. But the unhappy girl was too 
well guarded to have the smallest oppor- 
tunity of bringing her grievances personally 
under the doctor's notice, nor in his 
absence had Dr. Bramble concerned himself 
any further about her than receiving the 
daily report, furnished as usual by 
Sophronia Jones, of all in her keeping, 
except specially naming her once in kind 
enquiry; "She's getting on all right, and 
does not want physic/' was then the 
short reply. 

Yet Dr. Helmsmate was neither devoid 
of heart nor understanding; but in his 
fondness for sport, to which he devoted 
much of his time, he willingly suffered himself 
to be deceived by the apparently excellent 
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behaviour of liis deputies while under his 
observation, not caring to see that multi- 
tudinous hardships were inflicted by them 
on the wretched victims of their petty 
tyranny. 

Although we thus palliate, we cannot 
exonerate Dr. Hehnsmate from grave 
blame for such dereliction of duty. 

On Dr. Helmsmate re-entering the 
study where Hilda's friends were nerv- 
ing themselves for a decisive encounter 
with him, while apparentiy listening to Dr. 
Bramble's scientific lore, which at another 
time would have been most interesting, 
he was addressed by Mr. Moran himself. 
"Dr. Helmsmate," he began, "I have 
come to the resolve to take my daughter 
home. Now that her reason is evidently re- 
stored, Mrs. Moran's good nursing will, 
in the opinion of myself and friends^ 
accomplish her recovery." 
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At this direct appeal, backed by the 
firm looks^ of the three gentlemen, Dr. 
Helmsmate saw instantly that opposition 
would be useless, and summoning all his 
consummate tact and princely manners, 
resolved to win for himself their renewed 
confidence and respect, while gracefully 
yielding to their decision. In addition, 
his dormant sympathies were now aroused 
(fitted by every qualification of nature 
and education for his exceptional post of 
monarchy, so to speak, he might have 
been a noble character), and he clearly 
saw that some serious misapprehension, 
not unlikely to prove fatal to his interest- 
ing patient, had, in the first instance, 
led to her incarceration within his walls, 
where, should her death take place, it 
might lead to an awkward investigation. 

Readily, then, he agreed to Hilda's 
removal, and, with friendly interest, drew 
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forth exact details of the altered aspect of 
her future, owing to Edmund Lecou's 
resuscitation, on which he founded excellent 
practical advice as to the best mode of 
carrying out their intentions — throwing out 
remarks, by the way, that should prevent 
all suspicion of blame resting on himself 
or the asylum. 

Within an hour or two, careful measures 
were concerted to avoid a too sudden 
surprise injuriously affecting sensitive Hilda, 
and, with an assurance that she would be 
set free in a very few days, the interview 
terminated. 

Christmas, now so rapidly approaching, 
made it easy for hints to be let fall in 
Hilda s hearing, that the doctor frequently 
granted a short holiday to quiet ladies at 
that festive season (which was indeed a 
fact). "If I were you. Miss Moran, I'd 
write home to my father to know if he 'd 
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ask the doctor for a holiday for me/' 
volubly suggested Susan Lovejoy, a buxom 
young woman, who, in such a depress- 
ing atmosphere, always had a merry 
word and a- hearty laugh for every 
patient with whom she came in contact, 
showing that it was indeed "good to be 
merry and wise/' 

"He never replied to the one I did 
write," wailed forth poor Hilda. 

"Try, try, try again. Miss; that's what 
I say." • 

Hilda shook her head despondently. 

"I'U tell you a secret. Miss — I got to 
hear that your letter was not sent to your 
father at all, because it would have made 
him miserable." 

" Ab if I could write cheerfully ; but how 
did anyone know what I said in it ?" queried 
Hilda. 

" Lor', Miss, the doctors never allow any 
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letters that ladies writes to go away till 
they've read them." 

'^Can I submit to such indignity?" 

'^To be sure> Miss; don't think nothing 
about ity but just knock off a short letter, 
and ask ofiliand. Do, and I 'U look out to 
see that that shall go right enough." 

"It is worth trying for, thanks;** and 
Hilda turned away to execute the project 
immediately, solacing her pride by reflecting 
that it would be the only voluntary con- 
cession of her dignity she would ever make. 

Momentarily emboldened by a last hope, 
she decided to " beard the lion in his den," 
and, facing Dr. Helmsmate in his next walk 
round the corridor, with much inward 
trepidation, but outward composure, un- 
flinchingly stated her request 

This, having been prearranged (though 
unknown to Hilda), was of course promptly 
and politely acceded to. Feeble as Hilda 
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had become, the impulse of joy at the 
prospect of once more seeing her father 
before the misery of the dreadful place 
killed her, gave her strength to ask 
Sophronia Jones for the necessary requisites. 
As soon as she got pen and ink, she wrote^ 
very briefly, to her father : — 

"Dr. Helmsmate," she said, "has given 
me permission to go home for a short 
stay at Christmas, if you and Mamma are 
not afraid to have me. Pray consent, and 
come soon for 

"Your ever-loving daughter, 

"Hilda Moran." 

Enclosing this in an addressed envelope, 
HMa silently handed it as directed to 
Sophronia, and rushed to a favourite dark 
corner, there to indulge alone in her over- 
powering emotions ; here before long Susan 

L 
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Lovejoy espied her, and, as she passed, 
whispered cheerily — 

" All right, Miss, I put your letter in the 
post-bag myself this time ; cheer up, there 's 
a dear/' 

On the following day, Hilda could 
scarcely control her restlessness, but no 
reply came ; on the next, Hilda was sum- 
moned, by the doctor's permission, " as she 
waa so good," to see a friend, and on being 
conducted to the reception-room, found a 
lady for whom she had always entertained 
great aflfection waiting for her. 

Dr. Helmsmate, in his vast experience, 
rightly judged that it might be harmful to 
Hilda to be at first confronted by relatives, 
who, whatever may have been their motives, 
had yet been the means of subjecting her to 
this most dreadful imprisonment. He 
therefore suggested that a Miss AUgood, 
the maiden aunt of Edmund Lecou, would 



i 
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be perhaps the fittest person to reintro- 
duce Miss Moran to the great world : 
certainly it was not a moment too soon, 
for the calmness of despair had begun to 
settle on the unfortunate Hilda, who saw 
no hope on this side of the grave. As 
she entered the apartment, Miss Allgood 
advanced with outstretched hands to meet 
her, but was so shocked at the wan, piteous 
figure before her, so unlike the fresh, bonny- 
girl she remembered Hilda, that she had 
much difficulty to refrain from bursting into 
tears ; she forced them back, and gently 
caressing her, said simply how pleased she 
was to look upon her once more. Hilda 
replied — 

"I thought the grave would close over 
me before I could behold the face of one 
single friend." 

" Nay," said Miss Allgood, quietly raising 
Hilda, and placing her in a chair, "we 
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could ill spare our dear Hilda ; your father 
will visit you very soon." 

**Ah, why did he banish me from home 
to suflFer in this dreadful place ?" 

She shuddered, for of late had grown up 
a dread in the young girl's heart that, 
neglected and forlorn, restricted to the 
society of the insane, she also might become 
as one of them, and that her frail frame 
might survive her mental faculties. 

''That is indeed difficult to understand; 
but cheer up, my dear, for it is at his desire 
that I am here, to carry you off to my 
nest for a little while before you return 
home; will you come, dear?" 

"Will I come ?" — Hilda burst into tears 
and' fell into her friends arms — "will I 
come ? " 

At this point Sophronia Jones, not liking 
one of her patients to remain too long out 
of her sight, came in, a little curious to see 
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the visitor, and was informed that Dr. 
Helmsmate had granted leave of absence 
to Miss Moran. 

"I'm to go away with Miss Allgood 
directly/' blurted out Hilda, fear and 
defiance struggling for mastery. 

** This is not the lady who has so often 
come to enquire after you so kindly," was 
the somewhat irrelevant answer. 

" Who then came, and why did you not 
tell me?" said Hilda. 

"Because I knew what was best for 
you. Miss Moran," rather angrily answered 
old Sophronia ; adding more pleasantly, 
"If I'd ha' let you be upset by people 
coming after you, I should ha' never 
ha' turned you out such a mirac'lous 
cure, as I'm proud o' doing now. If 
you're a going, I'll take you to the 
matron, she sees to that," and taking her 
by the arm, was marching her out of 
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the room, when Miss Allgood, catching the 
look of dismay on Hilda's face, which she 
rightly conjectured arose from alarm at 
being separated from her, called to 
Sophronia with an air of authority, in 
order to reassure her dear prot^g^ — 

"I will remain here. Nurse, while the 
necessary formalities of Miss Moran s 
release are gone through, and" — slipping 
a crown into her hand — ** shall feel obliged 
by your preparing her as soon as possible 
to accompany me home/' 

"The pretty Miss shall soon be ready. 
Ma'am, but we shall all be sorry to lose 
her, we're so fond of her here," replied 
Sophronia. *' You've got kind friends, Miss^' 
continued she, addressing Hilda; "there 
was that other lady, Mrs. Bubb, ever so 
often lookiDg after you." And the old 
woman's eyes glistened at the remembrance 
of many a substantial coin of the realm 
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that the " other lady " had been the means 
of putting in her pocket, drawing no subtle 
distinction that mio^ht have embarrassed 
her, as to the widely different motives 
of each giver. 

This day had been privately selected 
by Dr. Helmsmate for Hilda's removal, 
in order to give a colouring to the 
supposed excellent system obtaining in his 
institution. The Lunacy Commissioners 
were attending on a periodical visit of 
inspection, and Miss Moran should have 
an opportunity of bringing a formal 
complaint to them before her departure, 
failing which denouements a stamp of 
correctness would be given to the whole 
thing. 

"So we're to lose you, my dear 
Miss Moran," said the stately Miss Major; 
"step into the board-room with me for a 
minute, you will not be detained if you 
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merely reply briefly to any questions the 
gentlemen may put. Just a matter of 
form; I should be sorry to keep your 
friend waiting." 

To the credit of Miss Major, the 
matron, it must be said, that in her 
intercourse with the inmates of the asylum 
— ^which, like angels' visits, were few and 
far between — she was invariably courteous, 
though distant in demeanour to all, her 
presence creating some dread, but no 
distrust. 

In Hilda's short life, suspicion had 
been a stranger; Miss Major (whose air 
of command well suited the majestic figure 
of a woman in her prime — she was still 
lingering on the sunny side of forty), 
while drawing Hilda's arm within her own, 
drew with it as easily the girl's confidence, 
and in this protecting attitude introduced 
her to the Commiasion. HUda, timid by 
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nature, clung for support to her capacious 
form — the sight of so many men, mostly 
grave aifd stern of aspect, unnerved her. A 
sudden dread of farther detention, now that 
escape seemed so near, seized upon the 
girl; her heart's wild throbbing sent the 
rich colour into her cheeks ; the excitement 
of anticipating that hope might be deferred 
threatened to extinguish her flickering lamp 
of life on the spot One and then another 
of the Commissioners made some common- 
place enquiry or remark; their words 
seemed to convey no meaning ; their voices 
sounded like the beating of drums in 
Hilda's ears — a quick glance of reminder, 
a firm pressure of the arm, inspired her 
with energy to regain self-possession, and 
Hilda bowed with so modest a grace, and 
gently breathed forth assent and thanks, 
more by looks than words, in so sweet 
a fashion, that the doctors, delighted at 



i62 ONLY A TWELVEMONTH. 

the success of their scheme, ran forward 
to shake hands and bid her farewell 
The Commissioners, pleased with the evident 
return to reason they had been prepared 
to expect, warmly complimented both Dr. 
Helmsmate and Dr. Bramble on the cure 
they had effected ; and the matron, a very 
embodiment of benevolence, with a curtsey 
full of respectful dignity, triumphantly 
turned from the room, half-leading half- 
bearing away the girl, whose limbs almost 
sank under her, before she could realise 
the import of the scene she had just helped 
to enact. At no future time could she 
ever recall the purport of the observations 
addressed to her ; but the farce was played 
out ! 

On returning to the room where Miss 
AUgood still sat waiting, a reviving cordial 
was administered to the nearly fainting 
girl, preparations for her departure were 
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quickly made, and very soon the two 
ladies were being shown out by the main 
entrance, where stood a comfortable 
carriage that had been hired to await 
them. Before stepping in, Hilda turned 
round at the bottom of the flight of broad 
handsome steps leading from the building 
to the avenue, on to which she had looked 
from a high upper window with such 
cruel disappointment— it seemed countless 
ages ago — and for the first time surveyed 
curiously the fa9ade of the asylum in all 
its stately pride, looking like a palace 
of the early Georgian era. She thought 
of an older period still, as she ejaculated — 
"A whited sepulchre!" 





CHAPTER IX. 

FREEDOM AGAIN. 

"To his eye, 
There was but one belorM face on earth, 
And that was shining on him." 

LITTLE was said by either of them 
during the drive, so occupied were 
they by their own thoughts, which to 
Hilda — ^her head resting on Miss Allgood s, 
where the dear little woman had laid it — 
were almost overpowering, so strange and 
unreal did the sense of new-found liberty 
seem to be. 

In little more than an hour the coach- 
man drew up at Lawn Cottage. It 
was with tottering steps that Hilda en- 
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tered the once familiar dwelling. It was 
evident that the novelty of her position, 
added to the terrible sufferings she had 
so long undergone, had fairly exhausted 
the poor girl's powers of endurance. Kind, 
sensible Miss Allgood was ready for the 
emergency, and, despatching the driver 
for a doctor of repute in the immediate 
neighbourhood, she herself, with the 
assistance of her maid, swiftly supported 
Hilda to the bedchamber prepared in 
readiness, and with deft fingers divesting 
her of wraps, ensconced her at the fireside, 
where she soon had the satisfaction of 
seeing her revive and drink a little tea. 

Thus Dr. Eightman found them, and, 
being a stranger to Miss Allgood, was at 
first puzzled to account for the symptoms 
of intense depression observable in Miss 
Moran. After ordering her to bed, and 
prescribing a draught, he took leave, 
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intimatiDg his desire for an early conver- 
sation with Miss Allgood, relative to the 
sufferer s health. Before long succumbing 
to intense fatigue, Hilda slept, a sweet 
sense of security and peace in her mind, 
at finding herself once more within the 
walls that had so often sheltered her in 
happier times. 

Little did Hilda dream that Edmund 
Lecou, whom she mourned as dead, was 
lodging within a mUe of his aunt's residence, 
full of anxiety about her ; and how, in his 
eagerness to obtain information, he almost 
overturned the good lady as she emerged 
from the porch— having left the sleeping 
Hilda in charge of her trusted servant — 
with the intention of holding the desired 
conversation with Dr. Eightman at his 
residence. 

"Dear good Aunt, did I startle you? 
I could not rest without news of my 
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darling. I was hiding at the bend of the 
road, behind a tree, and caught a glimpse 
of her sweet pale face resting on my 
brave little aunt's warm heart, and rushed 
back to tell Mr. Fordyke the good news." 

*' Edmund, you rash boy, did not your 
guardian tell me he came to stay with 
you, in order to check your natural but 
imprudent impulse to be where Hilda is ? 
A sudden surprise might kill her, she 's so 
weak," said Miss AUgood, tears standing 
in her eyes. 

" Do not doubt my caution, dear Aunt, 
and excuse my impatience for tidings. 
Fordyke trusted me to run round as soon 
as it was dark, and I was just turning 
away to send' a message in, fearing to 
show myself even in the kitchen." 

Cheering her nephew as she went, Miss 
Allgood arrived at Dr. Eightman's, where 
she dismissed Edmund, with an injunction 
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to hasten back to Mr. Fordyke, and to 
wait patiently for a message from her 
the next day. ''Good night; I shall not 
need your escort back, for I shall not 
return on foot" 

Ushered into the reception-room, the 
little lady candidly confided the whole 
history of her dear young friend to Dr. 
Eightman — the wisest course she could 
have adopted with one so well and 
deservedly respected. The doctor cautiously 
forbore from giving any opinion until he 
had paid another visit to Miss Moran. 
This he did early on the following day, 
when, carefully noting every word and 
look, he did indeed form his conclusions 
with certainty and rapidity. 

''It is so monstrous as to be almost 
incredible," said he, on shaking hands with 
Miss Allgood at parting. " That Miss 
Moran's nerves have been subject to a fearful 
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Strain is but too evident," gravely added he. 
"She requires the greatest care, but, by 
exercising considerable caution, I think 
I may say that in her case *joy will not 
kill/ For the immediate present, though, 
I must enjoin absolute rest of body and 
mind" 

Later on in the day, as Miss Allgood 
was seated by Hilda's bedside, contentedly 
noticing her calm slumber, she awoke, 
and with a tranquil look of satisfaction 
at seeing her kind friend near, held out 
her hand, then presently whispered, "Will 
you tell me what particulars have reached 
you of poor Edmund's death ? " 

'* None, my love," with a warm pressure 
of the hand, "which confirms my con- 
viction that the report was unfounded." 

"If it were but possible for your hope 
to be true," flashed out Hilda with 
trembling lips ; but there could be no room 
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for doubt, and she buried her face deep 
in the pillow. 

"At any rate, I have made up my 
mind not to believe it till I have seen the 
captain on the return of the vessel'' 

Hilda raised her head, and wondering 
at the untroubled expression on Miss 
Allgood's features, took a critical survey 
of her dress. "Is it this idea that keeps 
you from putting on black?" asked she. 

" Yes, I actually could not wear mourning 
for my nephew till I received conclusive 
proof that he was no more." 

" I see no way in which a mistake could 
have arisen." 

"And many suggest themselves to me, 
the most probable one being a misprint 
of his uncommon name for anyone oftener 
met with.*' 

With a mournful shake of the head 
Hilda sighed out, "My only hope is to 
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see my father once more on earth, and 
then go and join my Edmund in heaven. 
Why does my dear father still stay away ? " 

" My dear Hilda, your father only defers 
his visit until you are stronger." 

*'It seems so cruel," expostulated Hilda. 

**It is not really so, my love; he is 
still led by that foolish Mr. Potter, of 
whom they think so much; he advises 
him to delay ; " adding, " he cites other 
physicians' opinion in support of his viewa 
That good Mr. Fordyke agrees with me 
that Potter's opinion is erroneous, and 
has written to tell me that he will be 
here to-morrow." 

" Why," urged Hilda, " did he not come 
to see me in the asylum, nor you, nor 
any one?" 

" Because they all foolishly permitted 
themselves to be guided by Mr. Potter's 
views, supposing his medical knowledge 
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infallible. As for myself, love, I so 
strongly announced my intention of visiting 
you on my own responsibility, that the 
knowledge of your whereabouts was kept 
from me." 

"Dear faithful friend," faltered forth 
the girl, drawing her face down and kissing 
her. 

"I must not allow one more word," 
interposed Miss Allgood ; " you will soon 
be stronger, and then it will agitate you 
less." 

"I can never tell you half of what 
IVe suflFered, but the end draws near," 
resignedly replied Hilda. 

"The end of your suflfering, truly, but 
not your death, believe me; I am no false 
prophet, and I have faith that you will 
survive to be my niece yet. Not a word 
more," continued she, as Hilda's lips essayed 
to speak. 
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Before the week was over, Mr. Moran, 
on its being reported to him that Hilda's 
removal to Moordown had not been 
followed by any ill consequences, determined 
on going with his wife to see her, 
with the object also of taking her 
back to spend Christmas at home. Hilda 
was delighted at the prospect of seeing 
her father, of whom she was very 
fond, as he was, in a way, of her, and 
when Miss Allgood ushered them in, she 
threw herself into his arms with a glad 
cry, "Oh, my dear father, you have come 
to see me at last. I have so longed to 
see you once more." 

With tears in his eyes, he embraced his 
child ; Mrs. Moran, too, greeted her 
affectionately; but when, in a little while, 
Hilda besought them to explain their 
reasons for sending her from home, and 
prolonging her absence so wearily, and, 
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trying to convince them of their error, 
gave them some faint idea of her terrible 
Bufferings at the asylum, she was met 
with such incredulity, that the truth of 
the taunt made more than once in her 
hearing, " Who believes a looney ?" became 
painfully significant When, farther, she 
was sternly reproved, and solemnly adjured 
to be grateful to her benefactors at the 
asylum, her indignation broke out, " Mamma, 
to whom do I owe gratitude?" 

Mr. Moran walked to the window. 

"Tut, tut, to everybody at ,the lunatic 
asylum, the only proper place for you in 
the state you were!" 

Hilda feebly raised herself on one elbow, 
and, with a stedfast look at Mrs. Moran, 
in which deep sorrow blended with scorn 
and indignation (the latter predominating), 
said with slow, calm emphasis, "Asylum is 
a misnomer, Mamma; call it rather a 
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lunatic manufactory. I affirm from my 
wretched experience, that, immured within 
its walls, it is but a question of time for 
the strongest intellect to lose its balance. 
The utter annihilation of humanity's noblest 
powers is the only aim and end of its detes- 
table machinery ; timely release, or death, the 
only means of rescue for its victims X' 

As Hilda had moved from her recumbent 
posture to give stronger emphasis to her 
words, Mr. Moran had risen from his seat, 
and, coming into view, beheld with angry 
astonishment his daughters expression, 
so different from his meek, gentle girl 
hitherto. *' Hilda, Hilda, how can you 
speak so to your mamma? Does not 
your own restoration disprove what you 
say ?" 

Nt" Because I was snatched from doom. 
Father, while there was yet time ; but oh I 
so narrow was the interval left between 
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reason and insanity I Will you still persist 
in giving the credit of my restoration, as 
you call it, to the very means which well- 
nigh ended in my destruction ? " 

She fixed her large lovely eyes on him 
in unutterable mournfulness, and went on — 

"Can you in your heart believe that 
anything could possibly justify my 
being imprisoned as the vilest criminal? 
Worse — ^^for I neither knew the whereabouts 
of my gaol-vault, nor the nature of my 
offence, and was sick unto death ! Even 
if grief had indeed crazed your poor Hilda, 
whom it only stunned, was my sorrow 
so unnatural that it deserved a more awful 
punishment than heinous 'wickedness? 
Speak, my father," added she, with 
solemnity ; " were you so afflicted, would 
you like to be so cured?*' 

Mr. Moran took the girl's wasted hands 
within his own fatherly palms, and, bend- 
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ing on her face a look of unalterable 
firmness, replied deliberately — 

" Should such* a fate ever overtake me, 
Hilda, I should be thankful for any means 
that brought me back to reason, and I 
should also be grateful to those that had 
employed the remedies, however harsh, 
that had produced such a favourable 
result. I feel so now for you, having 
confidence that those wiser than myself, 
to whom I entrusted you, would have 
adopted milder treatment had there been 
a chance of curing your diseased brain 
by less forcible measures." 

"There, there, just as I think myself," 
said Mrs. Moran. " What benefit would it 
be to anyone to ill - treat you ? But 
there — ^this is always the way with mad 
people. IVe often heard so. Full of 
dislike for those who bring them round 
again." 
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"Well may the hard-hearted hirelings 
boast that no one would believe a lunatic !" 
murmured the pallid girl^ still letting her 
hands stay restfuUy within her father s. 
" Father 1*' pronounced with an accent of 
piercing sorrow, " I was foolish enough 
to think that, at sight of my sufferings, 
one word of the truth to enlighten you 
would awaken a quick and perfect com- 
prehension of your well-nigh fatal error. 
You consigned me to a perfectly appalling 
existence. When, I thought, you under- 
stood what you had done, you would try 
your hardest to effect the release of other 
unfortunate victims lingering despairingly 
in unjust detention. I would plead, as one 
snatched from a living tomb, the cause of 
others yet suffocating in its dread depths." 

Exhausted by the energy with which her 
words had been uttered, Hilda sank back, 
almost corpse-like, her hands dropping 



FREEDOM AGAIN. 179 

powerlessly from those of her father, who, 
with indomitable obstinacy, said quietly, 
through his tightly compressed Ups— 

"Such things, probably enough, take 
place in private establishments occasion- 
ally, through some improper motive; but 
in your case, and at a public institution, 
never ! You will see more clearly in time, 
my dear," said he, softening his voice, as 
Miss AUgood entered the room and went 
up to the poor girl. 

"If," whispered Hilda, in a tremor of 
excitement, "I should ever get light- 
headed, will you shut me up in the loft 
that I used to make a play-room of, and 
send for old Bridget to nurse me? Don't 
let me go to Springlea, nor send me to 
— to — to — any asylum I" And she sobbed 
as if her heart would break. 

" Hush, hush. Here comes Dr. Eight- 
man," gently answered Miss Allgood, re- 
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assuringly, pressing the girl's two thin 
hands in both of her own. 

At the conclusion of his professional visit, 
the doctor signified his desire for a private 
conversation with Mr. and Mrs. Moran, and 
had to combat the obstinacy both of 
affection and indifference, which, he said, 
nothing appeared likely to overcome but 
the express admission of Dr. Trumolo of 
the error he had made in counselling Hilda's 
removal to an asylum. That admission he 
pledged himself before long to obtain. 
Then the parents consented to leave 
Hilda with Miss Allgood, under his almost 
fatherly medical supervision, at any rate for 
the present They could scarcely do other- 
wise, after his distinct declaration that her 
life would be endangered by again dis- 
turbing her; though even that would not 
have deterred Mr. Moran from carrying out 
his intention of taking Hilda home, had not 
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Mrs. Moran sided with the doctor, but too 
glad to escape from the care and trouble 
Hilda's return would have entailed on 
herself at Springlea. 

" I shall certainly write to Mr. Potter," 
continued Dr. Kightman, " though he seems 
to have been simply a fool ; but I anj deter- 
mined to do all in my power," added he, 
" to remove any stigma which may attach 
to Miss Moran's character as a reasonable 
being. In the minds of ignorant or foolish 
people a prejudice will certainly remain, 
and will, unless removed, cling to her for 
life, as she herself feels bitterly. Would it 
were in my power to punish and expose 
the miscreants in whose charge she has 
been, but it is the system that is rotten 
to the core — it must decay with the pro- 
gress of enUghtenment" 

In a very few days Dr. Kightman gave 
leave for Hilda to sit up for a few hours 
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at a time, and, very pleased to find her 
debility decreasing, Miss Allgood resolved 
on venturing to lead her charge downstairs 
one afternoon to the bright, cheerful sitting- 
room; and having established her protege 
quite safely on the sofa, left her to get some 
dainty refreshment of her own making; 
Hilda lying so as to watch her old parrot, 
which had been brought to her. It 
recognised Hilda as soon as she spoke, 
and hopped about so frantically fi:om 
swing to perch, that at length she rose 
from her couch to quiet it, when the 
bird at once began to jabber in its own 
way — 

''Hilda, Hilda, dear, come; Edmund, 
Edmund, come." 

It so happened that Edmund Lecou 
himself had just called, walking quietiy 
into the house, as usual, by the garden 
entrance, and hearing the bird chatter, 
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being at the same time unaware of Hilda's 
having left her own chamber, opened 
the room door, expecting to find his 
aunt. 

"Ah, Polly," murmured Hilda, '*if Ed- 
mund only live, I too should wish to live 
and be happy once more." 

Hearing a sound behind her, she turned, 
and perceiving her lover before he had time 
to retreat, stood transfixed, crying, in thrill- 
ing tones, " My own, own Edmund, can this 
be true ? Am I awake, or dreaming of 
such joy ?" 

With one step forward, Edmund clasped 
the fragile girl in his arms. "My sweet, 
true-hearted love, look up; you are as 
awake as I am alive. Thank Heaven, who 
has restored us to each other, never again 
to part while life shall last." 

A copious flood of tears relieved Hilda's 
overcharged heart, but she could not 
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utter a word, passively allowing Edmund, 
himself half choked by sobs, to carry 
her to the sofa, when Miss Allgood 
returned. To picture the good lady's 
astonishment and apprehension at the sight 
that met her view, would not be possible, 
so odd a mixture of terror, surprise, and 
pleasure did her countenance and gestures 
pourtray. 

" Don't be alarmed, dear Aunt ; my 
apparition has frightened my darling for 
a moment, but it will do her no harm. 
See how freely she weeps." 

The story is ended. In the sunshine 
of love and care the wounds of the past 
were healed. Yet the scars remain for 
life: nothing can whoUy compensate for 
past misery and the recollection of cruel 
injustice : one may forgive : one may never 
forget 
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The rose of health and happiness has 
long since come back to Hildas cheek, 
the smile to her Hps, the sunshine to her 
heart; but the premature appearance of 
sUver threads in her dark hair is a sign 
of the bygone agony. 

It only remains to be said that a docu- 
ment was, with some difficulty and after 
great pressure, obtained from Dr. Trumolo, 
in which he made an expUcit but grudging 
admission that he had perhaps been hasty 
in the ordering of Hilda to an asylum, 
and that the symptoms which he considered 
those of insanity pointed in reality to 
another and less terrible disease. 

It is needless to say that the document 
in no way alters the fixed opinion of the 
village doctor, nor the self-satisfied com- 
placency with which Hilda s father regards 
the action which he pursued ; while 
nothing that Hilda could say or urge would 

N 



l86 ONLY A TWELVEMONTH. 

ever disturb people's steadfast belief that 
at this particular Lunatic Asylum nothing 
can be better than the regulations — nothing 
kinder than the treatment — no one more 
gentle, considerate, and affectionate towards 
the patients than the Physicians, the Matron, 
and the Attendants. 
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of the most stirring times of history, and one of its principal tLguxea.*'— Saturday Bwiew, 

" It Is a deeply interesting volume." — British Quarterly. 

*' We commend this little volume as recording a life which has the strongest claims 
on our sympathy and admiration." — Spectator. 

** The descriptions of life at Chatillon-sur-Loine, the ancient castle of the knightly 
race whose blood, it may not always be remembered, still survives in the line of Kaiser 
Wilhelm, and the account of those curious episodes in Huguenot history, tiie attempt 
to plant colonies in Brazil and Florida, may be mentioned as chapters of especial inci- 
dent in a memoir that is everywhere worth reading."— Graphic. 

JUDAS MACCABEUS: the Revival of the Jewish Nation- 
ality, By Lieut. C. R. Condkb, R.E., Author of "Tent Work in 
Palestine," " Handbook of the Bible ;" late officer in command of the 
Survey of Western Palestine. With a Map. 2s. 6d. 

" After a brief but clear retrospect of the history of the Jews firom Ezra to the time 
Immediat^y preceding the Maccabean revolt, the author gives a chapter on the national 
life of the people, which is the clearest and best account of their peculiar social and 
religious institutions which we have yet seen. The nature of their government, tibo 
constitution of the synagogue, the puritanical bigotry of the upper and educated classes, 
and the gross ignorance of the lower agricultural classes, the distaste for all arts 
except poetry, the feasts, fasts, and temple services— all these are described in a 
manner that will be new to most readers and interesting to all " — Athencnim. 

'* The whole history of the war is brought most vividly before us, and Lieutenant 
Gender's intimate acquaintance with the scenes of Judas's expeditions makes the long- 
ago story seem wonderfully real, and enables one to answer satisfactorily the motto on 
the title-page, 'Can these bones live?' . . . Delightflilly fresh reading. ... A 
worthy record of a worthy life." — Examiner. 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN: the Abolition of Slavery. By Charles 

6. Leland, Author of the "Hans Breitmann Ballads," ''The Gipsies 

in Egypt," &c. With a Portrait. 28. 6d. 

" The story of Lincoln's career, as told by Mr. Leland, is an interesting addition to 
The Nkw Plutarch." — AtheiuBtum. 

" Mr. Leland gives us in this comi>act little volume, in plain and simple language, 

Erobably all that will ever be necessary or important to know concerning Abraham 
incoln's extraordinary career . . . may be safely accepted as the standard authority 
on the subject. . . . His memory deserves to be perpetuated, and Mr. Leland's little 
book will help to do it The portrait which is given is the best and moat characteristic 
we have ever seen of the Martyr-Fresident."— ^ocuJemy. 



THE NEW PLUTARCH. 



JOAN OF ARG, "The Maid." By Janet Tucket. With a 

Portrait. 28. 6d. 

" Miss Tuckey has done her work well . . . has written her book with fervour 
and full sympathy with her snl^ect . ' . . sound, scholarly, and free from exagger* 
lion." — Accidemy. " The volume has much interest."— Saturday Review, 

"The work is to be commended for good taste, industry, and literary skill." — 
Spectator. " Is one of the very best volumes of Thb New Plittabgh Series." — Graphic. 

"Brightly written narrative. . . . The graceful style of the volume makes it 
easy to read ; but easy reading is seldom easy writing, and the labour expended on this 
monograph must have been considerable.**— PoZZ Mall Gazette. 

"The story is told with singular force and grace."— Jfor»i«flr Advertise. 

" The life presents a plain narrative, easily and gracefully written."— Daily Chronicle. 

HAROUN ALRASGHID, Galiph of Bagdad. By E. H. Palmer, 

M. A., Lord Almoner's Professor of Arabic in the University of Cam- 
bridge; Author of the "Desert of the Exodus," ** A Persian Gram- 
mar," ** A New Translation of the Koran," &c. 28. 6d. 

" It has seldom been our good fortune to read so well- written an account of a pecu- 
liarly interesting life. Oriental studies are too apt to be dry. Professor Palmer, how- 
ever, is among the few who can breathe the life into dry bones ; and his present creation 
is fuU of interest and even charm. ... A reidly valuable addition to the treasures 
of biography."— Saturday Beview. 

"A book of great value, and withal full of amusement. . . . One of the most 
amusing and interesting books of the season." — AthencBum. 

" Prof Palmer has told his story very well. . . . The part of the book which 
will attract many readers the most strongly is the ' Caliph of the Legends,' a collection 
of the best anecdotes of Haroun's court, admirably told and pleasantly strung together. 
Prof. Palmer's well-known gift of rendering Eastern wit and humour serves him well 
here; and we cannot read his clever sketch of the Khalif at home without feeling that 
we are really made tree of the palace at Bagdad, and are personally ei\joying the good 
things there were in it, and in abundance, though their tenure was uncertain and their 
influence restricted." — Academy. 

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN. By A. H. Bbesly, M.A., Author 

of " The Gracchi, Marius and Sulla," &c. With Maps. 2s. 6d. 

"The New Plutarch would have been incomplete without a biography of the great 

Arctic explorer. . . . The volume is illustrated by several maps The 

style is careful." — Athencevm. 

"All these series, the multiplication of which is such a feature of our literature, 
have their good points, and the " New Plutarch " undoubtedly ranks among the best of 
them. Professor Palmer's "Haroun Alraschid" will become a standard work; and 
Professor Beesly's " Sir John Franklin " is the exhaustive record of a heroic and deeply 
interesting life, the facts about which have hitherto been little accessible to the mass of 
readers. Mr. Beesly writes enthusiastically, and his enthusiasm is contagious. . . . 
The book is one of the best of an excellent series." — Graj^iic, 



SIR RIGHARD WHITTINGTON, Lord Mayor of London. By 

Waltbr Besant and James Rioe, joint Authors of "Ready Money 
Mortiboy," " The Golden Butterfly," Ac, &c. 2s. 6d. 

" We have seldom met with a pleasanter memoir ; and, if the legend loses some- 
thing of its more romantic features, the true story is an interesting contribution to 
archsBological knowledge, and an excellent example of a good and nsef^ life. *'-~'Satwrday 
Review. 

" A most readable life of Sir Richard Whittlngton. The work is much more than 
this ; it gives a clear sketch of the London charters, and of London life (especially 
'prentice life) in the fourteenth century." — Graphic 

MARTIN LUTHER and his Work. By John H. Treadwell. 

2s. 6d. 

VIGTOR EMMANUEL. By Edward Dicey, M.A., Author of 
"Cavour;aMemoir,"**Eomeinl860,"&c. With a Portrait. 2s. 6d. 
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Aunt Charlotte's 

||t0torte£i for Soung Cfitltiren* 



lUumineUed Titk-pageSf Profusely Ultutrated, Square Octavo, Cloth 
Extra, Bevelled Boards, QiU Edges, Price 6j- ea^. 

Stories of English History for the Little Ones. Bj 

Charlotte M. Yonob, Author of **The Heir of Redclyffe," &c. 
In Fifty-one easy Chapters, with Qaestions. Frontispiece in Colours 
by H. Stacy Marks, R.A. Fourth Edition. 6/- 

** So simple that a child of the tendereet years will be perfectly able to comprehend 
all that the writer wishes to convey . . . adorned with numerous illustrations 
. . , the title-page is a lovely piece of art in illuminated printing."— SdiMburgrACounrn^. 

^S^ A Cheap Edition of MiSS YONGE'S HiSTOKT OF ENGLAND, 
for S^iools; tinth 4B Engravings, bound in cloth. New 
Edition, 

Stories of Bible History for the Little Ones. By Charlotte 

M. Yonob. Three Readings and One Picture for each Sunday in 
the Year. With Coloured Frontispiece. Third Edition. 6/- 

" Illustrations numerous and well executed." — Daily Telegraph. 
" Embraces the whole story from the Creation to the Ascension ; told as Miss 
Tonge knows so well how to tell it." — Guardian. 

IV A Cheap EditUm of Stories of Bibjx History. 2/- 

Stories of French History for the Little Ones. By 

Charlotte M. Yonob. In Forty-nine easy Chapters, with 
Questions. Frontispiece in Colours by H. Stagy Marks, R.A. 
Second Edition. 6/- 

"The stories are well and dearly written.**— iStetertioy Review, 

Stories of German History for the Little Ones. By 

Charlotte M. Yonob. In Fifty easy Chapters, with Frontispiece 
in Colours. 6/- 

" Quite as entertaining and graoeftiUy written as Scott's 'Tales of a Orandfather/ 
and teaches history with the same simplicity and charm, while having the further 
advantage of multitudes of beautiful pictures to illustrate the pleasing narrative. " — 
Irish Times. 

** Miss Yonge tells the story with her usual charm of manner, and it is evident that 
she has made an effort to study the subject." — SpedaUyr. 

Stories of Qreeli History for the Little Ones. By Charlotte 

M. Yonoe. In Forty -five easy Chapters, with Frontispiece in Colours 
by Walter Crane. Second Edition. 6/- 

" Marked by a simplicity and clearness of language which should bring the book 
within the comprehension ol those to whom it is addressed."— tScotoaan. 



ILLUSTRATED BOOKS. 



AUNT CHARLOTTE'S ElSTOMES-CafUinued. 
Stories of Roman History for the Little Ones. By 

Charlotte M. Yonoe. In Forty-six easy Chapters, with Frontis- 
piece in Colours. Second Edition. 6/- 
"Clear and interesting style . . . well illustrated." — Saturday Review. 
"Admirably saited to convey to Juvenile minds correct impressions concerning the 
manners and life of the people depicted." — Sunday Timef. 

Stories of American History for the Little Ones. By 

Chaklotte M. Yonge. With numerous Illustrations. 

[In preparation. 

UNIFORM WITH THE ABOVE SERIES. 

Aunt Charlotte's Evenings at Home. A collection of Poems 

on many subjects of interest to the young, and others ; with Conver- 
sations, and Eight Coloured Illustrations. By CHAKLorrE M. Yokoe. 
Second Edition. 6/- 

" The pieces are well chosen, and are so presented that they will be better under- 
stood and ei\joyed by most little readers." — Scotsman. 

*' A charming addition to any juvenile library."— Daily Chronicle. 

" We can recommend her volume, containing, by the way, some capital illustrations, 
to the attention 0f all readers." — John Bull. 

Heltstoug ^fKBorfeg. 

The Anchor of Hope and The Haven of Peace. A Manual of 

Devotion containing Texts and Original Verses for every Morning and 
Evening of the Month. By Rev. J. R. Macduff, D.D. Each page 
printed in Colours, with floral background. Square 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges. 5/- 

Messages for Life's Journey. By Frances Ridley Havergal. 

Edited and arranged by Jaue Peck. 16mo, cloth. 1/- 

Ditto, gilt edges. 1/6 

The volume contains selections from the works of the late Miss F. R. 
Haveroal, arranged under headings, which represent some of the 
various phases of the Christian life. 

Miss HavergaFs Daily Text Book. A Manual of Prayer and 

Praise, containing a Portion of Scripture and Verses for every day in the 

Year. By Frances R. Haveroal. 16mo, cloth. Tenth thimaaivd, 1/- 

Ditto, gilt edges. 1/6 

Shakspere and Holy Writ, Parallel Passages Tabularly 

Arranged. By W. H. Malcolm. With Forewords by F. J. Furnivall, 

M.A., Founder and Director of the New Shakspere Society. 16mo, 

cloth. 1/- 

Ditto, gilt edges. 1/6 

The Brothers ; or Tales of Long Ago. By Fanny Levien. 

Five Coloured Illustrations, and Illuminated Title-Page. Cloth. 
Stories from the Old Testament for Children, told in an interesting 
manner, and interwoven with a narrative. 2/- 
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Among the Flowers, and other Poems, By Francis W. 

BotTRDiLLON. Octavo, white cloth extra. 6/- 

"To have written snch songs shows true poetical power. . . . This sort of fra> 
grance of song is a gift which Mr. Boordillon will be sure to cultivate, for it seems as 
genuine and spontaneous as it is rare and beautiful." — Aoadtm.ii, 

Waifs and Strays, Verses by Mrs. Alfred M. Munstbr. 

Octavo, cloth extra. 6/- 

" Reveal the possession by the author of a vivid imagination, a true inspiration, a 
rare felicity in metaphor, and a skill in artistic workmanship, which entitle her to a 
high place." — Scotaman, • 

Songs in Exile, and other Poems. By H. E. Clarke. Octavo, 

cloth extra. 6/- 

" Marked throughout by intelligence and culture. The author sees and feels what 
he is uttering."— PoZi MaU GaxetU. 

Gaslight and Stars, By Rev. F. Langbridqb. Octavo", cloth 

extra. 6/- 

" It has the positive merit of being extremely musical ... He may not rank 
low among the minor poets of our day." — Graphic. 

Fragments of Verse, By Henrietta A* Duff. Octavo, 

cloth extra. 6/- 

Sir Heruey's Bride, and other Poems, By J. O'Reilly Hory. 

Octavo, cloth extra. 6/- 

The Latin Year: a Collection of Latin Hymns, Ancient 

and Modem. Edited by the Rev. W. J. Loftie, B.A., F.S.A. With 
numerous Illustrations by R. Batemak. Quaint binding. 10/6 

N.B. — A few copies with special binding may be had.. 40/- 

Floral Poetry and the Language of Flowers, A collection of 

choice Poems on Flowers, with complete Indexes to the Language 
of Flowers, and £ight exquisite Illustrations in Colours. Small 
quarto, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 10/6 

Language and Poetry of Flowers- A New Edition, carefully 

Kevised and Amplibed. With Six Illuminated Pages in Gold and 
Colours. Small octavo, doth extra. 2/- 

Ditto, Gilt edges. 2/6 

Language and Poetry of Flowers. Pocket Edition, with Six Coloured 
Illustrations. Cloth extra. 1/- 

Ditto, Gilt edges. 1/3 

The Quiver of Love : a Collection of Valentines, Ancient 

and Modem. By B. Montgomerie Ranking and Thomas K. Tully, 

F.R.H.S. With Four Figure Illustrations in Gold and Colours by 

Kate Greenaway. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/- 

Ditto, Gilt edges. 2/6 

** An admirable collection of poetry, ancient and modem ; almost all, in fact, that 
has been well said in brief compass on the oldest and yet tUe newest subject in tht 
world." — Guardian, 
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Important Illustrateti l^olumes;. 

FORMING ELEGANT GIFT BOOKS. 

Shores of the Polar Sea : a Narrative of the Arctic 

ExpedUim of 1875-^76. By Dr. Edwakd L. Moss, H.M.S. "Alert.'* 
With Sixteen Large Chromo-Lithographs, numerous Engravings, from 
Drawings made on the spot by the Author, and Map, showing different 
routes of ships and sledging parties. Imperial folio. i:5 5s. 

The Sixteen Chromographs can also be had, mounted for framing. 
The set, in a portfolio, with descriptive pamphlet. £2 2s. 

** Dr. Moss is a most skilful artist ; and his sketches, which have now been admir- 
ably chromo-lithographed, are not only faithfUl, bnt very successful efforts to represent 
the face of nature in the far north. ... A necessary and welcome part of the result 
of the Arctic Expedition of 1876-6." — Academy. 

"An interesting series of chromo-lithographs. A vivid description oX Arctic 
scenery." — Times. 

" A magnificent folio volume, in which Dr. Edward Moss has, both by pen and 
pencil, brought before the eyes of the reader the pictorial aspects of the Expedition. " — 
Daily News. 

*' Far surpasses any other record of the voyage to which it relates."— ^tTterkevm. 

Neuu Zealand Scenery. Fifteen Chromo-Lithographs after 

Original Water-colour Drawings by John Gully, with descriptive 

letterpress by Dr. Julius Von Haast. Imperial folio, in portfolio 

or bound, full cloth extra, gilt edges. £5 5s. 

** Cannot fail deeply to interest the British public, not only because of its great 

merit as an art-work, but as introducing us to the glorious picturesque of a new world, 

with which we have become of late years very intimately associated." — Art Journal. 

At Anchor: a Narrative of Experiences Afloat & Ashore 

during the Voyage of H.M.S. ^^ Challenger** round the Worlds 
between the Years 1812 and. 1876, By John James Wild, Ph.D., 
F.R.G.S., Member of the Civilian Scientific Staff of H.M.S. "Chal- 
lenger," Author of "Thalassa." With numerous Chromo-Lithographs, 
Typo Etchings, and a Chart of the Cruise. Imperial quarto. £3 13s. 6d. 
'* A work which, ^vhile full of freshness, vigour, and feeling, conveys a most accu- 
rate idea of the places visited by the 'Challenger.'" — Globe. 
*' A very attractive and interesting boolc" — S^pKitator. 

" The reader who wishes to survey a great portion of the globe from his arm-chair 
could not have a pleasanter companion or a more trustworthy guide. . . . There is 
not a dull chapter, there is not even a dull page, in the volume." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

The Frith iof Saga; or, Lay of Frithiof Translated in the 

original metres, from the Swedish of Esaias Tegn^r, Bishop of ^ 
Wexio, by the Rev. W. Lewery Blackley, M.A. With Forty- three 
Original Woodcut Illustrations. Demy quarto, cloth elegant, gilt 
edges. 25/- 

" Among the choicest illustrated books of the season. . . . The magnificent 

illustrations by Malmstrom give a high artistic value to the Swedish Epic." — Daily 

Chronicle. 

Christopher Columbus and the Discovery of the New World. 

From the French of M. le Makquis de Belloy. With Fifty-one 

Drawings on Wood and Six Etchings, by Leopold Flambnq. Demy 

quarto, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 25/- 

" Adorned with some noble engravings and striking woodcuts . . . altogether 
an edition de 2u»e, worthy of a place among the best books of the season."— tStondard. 
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The Four Seasons at the Lakes. Poems by the Rev. C. D. 

Bell, M.A., Yicar of Cheltenham and Hon. Canon of Carlisle. 
Illuminated by Mrs. Contb&s Morrell. Royal 4to, cloth extra. 21/- 

Mrs. Mundi at Home, R.S.V.P, Lines and Outlines by 

Walter Crane. Twenty-four Plates. New Edition, cloth, decorated 

by the Artist, gilt extra, gilt edges, large oblong quarto. 15/- 

" A quaint and clever book of drawings."— Time*. 
" Every picture in the twenty-four is a study in itself." — Standard. 
** The humour is so intense, and at the same time so delicate, that the most 
fastidious hypochondriac must be forced to laughter. " — Morning Post, 

Our Native Land : its Scenery and Associations. A Series of 

36 Water-Colour Sketches after Howbotham, Read, Needliam, and other 
eminent Artists. With Descriptive Notes. Quarto, cloth extra. 15/- 

Thalassa: an Essay on the Depth, Temperature j and 

Currents of the Ccean. By John James Wild, Ph.D., F.R.G.S., 
Member of the Civilian Scientific Staff of H.M.S. ''Challenger." 
With Charts and Diagrams by the Author. Cloth extra. 12/- 

**A work of great and intrinsic interest, well printed and clearly illustrated." — 
British Quarterly. 

<* Concise, methodical, and ftimished with exact details, illustrated by many 
charts, sections, and diagrams." — Saturday Review, 

** Capable of imparting much valuable information."— rime«. 

" Well worthy of the attention of all students of Physical Geography."— iloademy. 

Art Embroidery : a Treatise on the Revived Practice of 

Decorative Needlework. By M. S. Lockwood and E. Glaister. 
Second Edition. With Nineteen Plates, printed in Colours, from 
Designs by Thomas Crane. Royal quarto, gilt edges. 10/6 

"A most useful work, introducing sound principles into the art of decorative 
needlework, and giving the necessary practical hints for carrying them out** — Queen, 

Tasmanian Friends & Foes, Feathered, Furred, & Finned. 

By Mrs. Louisa A. Meredith, Author of "My Home in Tasmania," 
"Some of my Bush Friends in Tasmania," "Our Island Home," &c. 
Illustrated with Eight Coloured Plates and numerous Woodcuts, from 
Drawings by the Author. Quarto, handsomely bound in cloth, gilt 
edges, fancy end-papers. Second Edition. 10/6 

" A very excellent book for children ; and many older folk will find much to interest 
them in it." — Atheiiceum. 

" Her book is very interesting, and exhibits not a few tempting pictures to lovers of 
nature and sport." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

'* We part with nothing but pleasure from a book of healthy tone, of unaffected 
delight in the beauty of nature. . . . The volume cannot but be welcome to all of 
kindred tastes." — Academy. 

English Echoes of German Song, Translated by Dr. R. E. 

Wallis, Dr. J. D. Morell, and F. d*Anver8. Edited by N. 

d'Anyers. With Twelve beautiful Steel Engravings. Small quarto, 

cloth elegant, gilt edges. 10/6 

" Successfully and faithfully rendered into musical English The illus- 
trations on steel are very worthy of the poetry."— ;Stondar(i. 
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Bards and Blossoms; or, the Poetry, History, and 

Associatiojis of Flowers. With Eight Floral Plates, lUnminated in 
Gold and Colours. By F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., F.S.A., Marlborough 
College. Small quarto, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 10/6 

*'The selectiouu have been made with discrimination, nnd they are interwoven 

with the general deBcription in such a manner as to make the perasal of the work a 

profit and a delight." — Court Journal, 

Windsor Castle, and the Water-way Thither. The Thames 

from Putney to Windsor. Described by W. H. Davenport Adams, 

Author of "The Arctic World," &c., and Illustrated by Twelve 

Cbromo-lithographs after F. Jones, and Seven ty-four Illustrations 

by R. T. Pritchett, F.S.A. Quarto, cloth extra. 8/6 

" One of the loveliest gift-books of the season. There are seventy-four illustrations 

by R. T. Pritchett, and twelve water-colour sketches after F. Jones. With regard to 

the latter, we may say at once that they are noble specimens of chromo-lithography ; 

indeed, Messrs. Mareus Ward & Co. seem to enjoy an almost unique reputation for 

their skill in adapting the highest forms of this process to book illustration. The wood- 

cuts are executed with great breadth of feeling, and are richly suggestive of colour. The 

descriptive portion of the work is simply and smoothly written ; in fact, anybody can 

read it without experiencing even one momentary sensation of weariness. Messrs. 

Marcus Ward & Co. may well be proud of the manner in which they have paid their 

tribute of homage to the grandest of English rivers, and presented us with pen and ink 

as well as pencilled pictures of scenery dear to every poetic English heart." — Daily 

Telegraph. 

The Black Crusoe. From the French of Alfred Seguin. With 
Seventy Illustrations engraved on Wood by M. Meaulle, from Designs 
by MM. H. Scott, Meyer, Ferdinandus, &c. Boyal octavo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. 8/- 

*' One of the handsomest and most attractive volumes ever turned out of tne 
splendid press of Messrs. Marcus Ward & Co."— Stmday Times. 

"The large elegant volume will form a desirable gift-book for many." — Noncon- 
formist. 

The Quiver of Love : a Collection of Valentines, Ancient 

and Modem. With Full-page Illustrations in Gold and Colours, by 

Walter Crane and Kate Greenaway. Small quarto, cloth extra, 

gilt edges. 7/6 

"Look at it as we may, the book is a marvel, and its cheapness is not its least 
noticeable feature." — Morning Advertiser, 

Some Account of the Great Buildings of London— Historical 

and Descriptive. By N. d'Anvers. With 18 Autotype Illustrations, 
by F. York. Quarto, cloth extra. 6/- 

At Home, A Fine Art Picture-book, with Pictures for those 
who cannot read, and Verses, in addition, for those who can. lllus- 
trated by J. G. Sowerby, decorated by Thomas Crane. Quarto 
cloth back, paper boards, yellow edges. 5/- 

The Following of the Flowers ; or, Musings in my Flower 

Garden. Illustrated with Six Coloured Plates of Flowers. Small 

octavo, cloth extra. 2/- 

Ditto, Gilt edges. 2/6 

" A delightftil little book about fl«wers and flower gardens. The gossip is delightful 

— a mixture of suggestive prose and poetry, with excerpts from old masters on the 

beauty of flowers and their teachings. '^-iSootomon. 
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Tales, Travel, and Adventure. 
Young Marmaduke : a Story of the Reign of Terror. By 

W. H. Davenport Adams, Author of " The Arctic World," " Memor- 
able Battles in English History," "Lighthouses and Lightships," ke. 
Crown octavo, cloth extra. 3/6 

'* Suecessfal in giving dramatic vividness to some prominent scenes and characters 
of that stormy period." — Daily News. 

Aduenturea in Many Lands. By Parker Gillmorb ("Ubique"). 

With Illustrations by Sidney P. Hall. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 5/- 
" A really admirable book for boys.'* — Graphic. 

**0]ie of the most attractive and absorbing boys' books ever written, and one 
which will fascinate older readers as well." — Emminer. 

Three Years at Woluerton : a Publio School Story. By a 

Wolvertonian. Coloured Frontispiece, Illuminated Title-page, and 
numerous Original Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

"The best purely boy's book we have seen since • Tom Brown.* " — Sattirday Review. 
" The book is manly, and has but little of the unreal sentiment which is so apt to 

disfigure public school stories. Bertram is a well-conceived and natural character ; 

and schoolboys can get nothing but good from reading of his failures and successes. 

. . . We can recommend the book." — Gtuirdian. 

** A capital book for boys, which is likely to instil right principles to guide them in 

their school life." — BUxckheathen School Magazine. 

Stirring Tales of the Sea, by S. Whitohuroh Sadler, RN. 

The Flag Lieutenant: a Story of the Slave Squadron. 

With Coloured Frontispiece, Illuminated Title-page, and numerous 

Original Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

** Will probably be a favourite with boys." — Academy. 

"Captain Sadler constructs his story neatly, and knows how to throw in his 
incidents, never obtruding the lessons he would teach in such a way as boys would not 
like. " — Nonoonformist. 

" A good rattling sea story." — Scotsman. 

Last Cruise of the Ariadne. With Coloured Frontispiece, 

Illuminated Title-page, and numerous Original Illustrations. Crown 
octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

' ' A stirring story of the sea. " — Academy. 
** A pleasant ana spirited tale."— iSpectofor. 

Perilous Seas, and how Oriana sailed them. With 

Coloured Frontispiece, Illuminated Title-page, and numerous Original 
Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

" All through ' Perilous Seas * there is enough stirring Incident to arouse, and 
enough good writing to sustain, the interest of its youthful readers." — Hour. 

The Ship of Ice ; a Strange Story of the Polar Seas. 

With Coloured Frontispiece, Illuminated Title-page, and numerous 
Original Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 8/6 

"Not only a 'Strange Story,' but one full of exciting interest 

The author writes in a vigorous, manly style, and the book is one which most 
English boys, with their love of daring and adventure, are likely heartily to relish." 
—Fall Mali Gaeette. 

"A capital book of adventure."— Jlfc(nc7i««ter Gtiardian. 



BOOKS OF FAIRY STORIES. 13 
By G. H. Eden. 

T/ie White Lily of the Great Sahara. With numerous 

Original Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 
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'The whole story is exceedingly exciting, and it maybe doubted if any small boy to 
whom it is presented will willingly lay it down until he has finished it."—Momi'ng 
Advertiser. 

** The author exhibits the skill of a practised hand in connecting his incidents by 
means of a simple plot." — Academy. 

"A very well and effectively told tale of life among the Algerine Arabs. . . The 
Tolume is altogether got up with great taste " — Nonconformist, 

Coral ie; or, the Wreck of the Sybille. With Coloured 

Frontispiece, Illuminated Title-page, and numerous Original Illustra- 
tions. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

*' The details of savage life and adventure localising the story are carefully and 
accurately given." — MorniTig Post. 

*'An ingenious little romance." — Timet. 

** The whole tone and drift of the book, too, are good, and young people will find 
in it much that is curious to interest and instruct them in the doings of brave men." — 
Standard. 

Ralph Someruille; or, a Midshipman's Adventures in the 

Pacific Ocean. AVith Coloured Frontispiece, Illuminated Title-page, 
and numerous Original Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

" There is always an air of reality about Mr. Eden's descriptive passages which 
makes one feel that they are the result of actual experience.** — Morning Post. 



35oolig of ifairj ^toxit^. 

Fairyland Tales of Dwarfs, Fairies, Water-Sprites, &c. 

From the German of Yillamaria. Twenty-five Illustrations and 
Coloured Frontispiece. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 8/6 

"A genuine book of fairy tales."— Spectator. 

*( Very quaint and graceful, and very well translated. " — Times. 

**A nicely executed and pleasantly illustrated translation."— iSoticrdayfievieio. 

*' A capital little volume." — Athenaum. 

<*Will prove a welcome offering."— .^oademy. 

Fairy Circles: Tales and Legends of Dwarfs, Fairies, and 

TTaUr- Sprites. From the German of Yillamaria. A Sequel to 
"Fairyland Tales." Numerous Illustrations and Coloured Frontis- 
piece. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 3/6 

** An attractive book of fairy stories."— PaZ{ MaU OazetU. 
** All are smoothly translated." — Academy. 

"Capital reading, while its illustrations are excellent." — Scotsman. 
" Vefy pretty they are, and read as though they were well translated. " — Times. 
"A very pretty book of pleanant reading of old and new legends • . containing 
mach that is graceful and entertaining.'*- Guardian. 
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Ou)let Ash, A Novel By Monica. In three Tolnmes. Crown 

octavo, cloth. 31/6 

A miBtahen marriage, as«paratioD, and Bneirdepartnre, with itareHultB, 
form the leading motive of this storj, whose iotereat lies chiefly in the 
careful aDalysia and development of a moBt intereatiDg character. 

Mate of the Jessica ; a Story of the South Pacific. By 

F. Fbaskfoht Moors, Aathor of "Sojourners Together," ka. In 

two volames. Crown octavo. 21/- 

'■ Eicei>Uon!iUy »#1] writltn and inUrutLog ; told la a diBhlag, hearty style, only 



■' i dashing. ieHgliWul story of the s« ; full of sll th 













colleuUDDs of the ' hlih seas,' and the herolam of piracy. "-^S|>«1alor. 

Baldearg O'Donnell: a Tale of 1690-91. By the Hon. Albert 

3, G. CiNNiNQ, Author of "Philosophy of the Waverlej Novels," &o. 
Crown octavo. Two volnmea. 21/- 

A historical novel, the scene of which is laid chiefly in the If orth of 
Ireland and the period illnatrated the end of the Seventeenth century, 
during the Williamite campaign. 
An Unlessoned Girl. By Mra. Herbert Mabtin, Author of 
"Bonnie Lesley," "For a Dream's Sake,"&o. In two yolumes. Crown 

»1«™ _ , _ _^„ w- 
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" A bright and charming aioTj,"~DaUji .Vctot. 

Douidenham : a Tale of High Life in the Present Century. 

By W. B. Akckktill. Inonevolnme. Crown octavo, cloth eitra. 16/- 
"A plBssantLy written bi>olc. and contiOns many capllal deacrJptiouH of soeiety. 
, . A very amusing novel, worth nading." — Jtfcntiftf Pott^ 

Cross Purposes. By Cecilia Findlay. One volume. Crown 

octavo, cloth. 10/6 

"This Is a peculiarly charming work, written with groco and freehness . . full 

of interest, wilhuut one word in it that sauli aully the parest mind; and Ihongh she 

"The style IB agreeable, anil nome of the descriptions of the scenery of Anvergna 
■n graphic and iDlereatiDB,"— Aautcny. 



NOVELS AND TALES. 16 

My Imperialist Neighbour, and other Tales. By Henrietta 

A. DuTF, Author of ** Honor Carmichael," "Virginia,** &c. One 
volume. Crown octavo, cloth. 10/6 

" Full of graphic power and poetical giaee, and will doubtless meet with a wide 

circle of readers."— 6'ttnday Times. 

*' Marked by good taste and delicacy of thooght, as well as sound literary ability." 

—DaUy CkronieU. 

Lord Farleigh : a NoueL By a New Writer. Crown octavo, 

cloth. In one volume. 10/6 

A series of misunderstandings which are eventually dissipated serves 
as the motive of this new novel of modern English life. 

Aurelia ; or, The Close at Mixeter. (Sketches in a Cathedral 

City. By Greyille J. Chester, B.A., Member of the Royal 
Archseological Institute; Author of ' ' Trans- Atlantic Sketches, " "Julian 
Cloughton; or, Lad- Life in Norfolk," &c. Crown octavo, cloth. 10/6 

Only a Twelvemonth; or, The County Asylum. Crown 

octavo, cloth. 10/6 

This book is written in order to expose the treatment of the insane in 
our County Asylums. It is written by one who herself suffered all she 
describes, and more than she can possibly describe. Eveiy word of the 
narrative, so far as relates to the madhouse, is literally true. 

Ula : a Tale of Cetewayo and the Zulus. By Chab. H. Eden, 

Author of '*My Wife and I in Queensland." In one volume. Crown 
' octavo, cloth. Second Edition, 6/- 

" As a fiction the story deserves pndse, for its interest is well sustained and the 
characters are life-like ; but the chief attraction of the book is to be found in the 
writer's vivid representation of Zulu life and character, and in his description of the 
Boers."— PoU MaU Gazette. 

Em; or. Spells and Counter-Spells. By M. Bramston, 

Author of "The Panelled House." ^(ec<m(f ^(ii^iem, with a Frontis- 
piece by Percy Macquoid. Crown octavo, cloth extra. 6/- 
'* ' Em ' is a good story, told with much spirit and humour." — Spectator. 
"The author's characters are carefally drawn and well sustained. . . . 'Em 'is 
the product of culture, good taste, and generous sympathies."— PaU MaU Gasette, 

Grisel Romney. By M. E. Fraser-Tytlbr. Two volumes in 

one. Crown octavo, cloth. Second Edition. 6/- 

" A vision of tableaux vivantSy a sound of lively music, a i)atter of dancing feet, a 

scent of orange-blossoms, a pervading atmosphere of love, a gleam of bright eyes, an 

occasional duet of kissing. It is, in fact, a picture of real life, as life is led among the 

comfortable classes." — lUustraied London News. 

" This is a very pretty and very interesting novel"— Standard. 

The Lutaniste of St. Jacobins. By Catharine Drew, Author 

of *• Harry Chalgrave's Legacy," &c. One volume. Crown octavo. 

Second Edition. 6/- 

" To take the dry bones of a scanty biographical record— for. after the stru^le of 
his youth was over, Neumarck was too happy a man to have much of a history^and to 
clothe them with flesh and blood, and to animate them with a great and gentle spirit, 
to drape them in garments of pure and poetic fancy, to hang about the restored and 
beautiful figure gems of tibought and association, and to set it in motion before the 
reader's eyes in a perfectly reconstructed scene, with every delicate and convincing 
adjunct of local colour and historical illustration, is an achievement of mark. This ia 
what Miss Drew has done in her ' Lutaniste of St Jacobi's.'"— iSpectator. 

O 
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Julian C lough ton ; or, Lad-Life in Norfoili, By Gbevillb J. 

Chistbr, Aathor of " Trans- Atlantic Sketches," "Songs for Mnsic,** 
Ac. In one yolome. Crown octayo, cloth extra. Second edition. 5/- 

" Mr. Chester set himself a difflcnlt task, bat he has snceeeded in it. . . . He 
has pat down scenes of eyerywlaj actoal occnmnce, jnst as they may be seen by any 
one who has eyes to obsenre, and the resalt is that in almost eyeiy chapter we have a 
scene which a troe artist might lore to paint." — Spectator. 

** The whole book is charming, and well worth reading." — Grafkic 

Miss Hitohoooli's Wedding Dress. By the Author of " Mrs. 

Jemingham's Journal, " &c. With Fnll-page Engrayings and Coloored 
Frontispiece. Crown octayo, cloth extra. 5/- 

" One of those pleasant stories, in an attractiye dress, which are becoming almost 
a specialty of Marcos Ward & Co."— Jf oraing AdvrtiMT, 

Myrtie and Cypress: a Taie of Chequered Life. By 

Ankettk Calthrop. With Original Fall-page Illnstrations. Crown 
octayo, cloth extra. 5/- 

'*The tale Is altogether above the ayerage, healthy in tone, and worked ont with 
no little ability."- Jo^ BuU. 

Country Maidens : a Story of the Present Day. By M. 

Bbamston, Anthor of "The Panelled House," ftc. With Fall-page 
Original Illnstrations, Coloared Frontispiece, and Illominated l^tle- 
page. Crown octayo, cloth extra. 8/6 

* * A charming fresh little story, which mast give pleasure to both old and young 
. . . deserves to be heartily commended.** — Morning Post. 

** Am charming a tale of home life as we have often met."— standard. 

Miidred's Mistalie : a Stiii-Life Study. By F. Lbvibn, Author 

of "Maggie's Pictares,'' kc. With Coloared Frontispiece, lUnminated 
Title, and Fnll-page Original Illnstrations. Small octayo, cloth extra. 
" A book that young maidens will delight Ul"— -Academy. 2/6 

Eldergowan; or, Twelve Months of my Life, and other 

Tales. By Kosa Mulholland, Aathor of **Pack and Blossom," 
&c. Fall-page Original lUastrations, Coloared Frontispiece, and 
Illaminatea Title-page. Small octayo, cloth extra. 2/6 

"One of the pleasantest little books we have met for some time; charmingly 
iUastiated."— /iiiMtrated Review. 

Where the Rail Runs Now : a Story of the Coaching Days. 

By F. Fbanefobt Moobe, Aathor of "Mate of the Jessica," &c. 
With lUastrations. Small octayo, cloth extra. 2/6 
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' There is no lack of sensational Incidents, bnt the story is told in very simple lan- 
guage, and will serve to create no other than a healthy excitement"- T%>e Timee, 
'* A clever little novel "—Saturday Review. 
**'We can strongly recommend this little book." — Spectator. 
The author's descriptions of English scenery are picturesque and unaffected." — 
Daily NewB, 

** A capital book for a railway Journey, or to amuse an idle hour."— PaU IfoS 
Gazette, 



BOOKS FOB YOUNG PEOPLE. 17 

Boo]^0 for lloung people. 

By Sarah Tytler. 

Childhood a Hundred Years Ago. By the Author of "Papers 

for Thoughtful Girls." "With Six Chromographs, after Paintings by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds . Small quarto, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 10/6 
"A very fiuclnating account of juvenile doings a century back."— (TrapMo. 

Landseer's Dogs and their Stories. By the Author of 

•* Citoyenne Jacqueline," &c. With Six Chromographs, after Paintings 

by Sir Edwin Landseer. Small quarto, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 10/6 

" Charming stories."— Spectotor. 

" Thoughtful and sensible essays."— iSdturday Review, 

The Good Old Days ; or, Christmas under Queen Elizabeth. 

By EsME Stuart. With Five Coloured Illustrations, from Drawings 
by H. Stacy Marks, R.A. Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled 
boards. 6/- 

" Not only will interest be derived fh)m the story, but instruction as to the 
manners and habits of the people in the days of good Queen Bess." — City Preee. 

Puck and Blossom: a Fairy Tale. By Rosa Mulholland, 

Author of "The Little Flower-Seekers," "Eldergowan," &o. Six Illus- 
trations, in Gold and Colours. Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled 
boards. 5/- 

" Pretty stories, beautifully illustrated in gold and colours."— JDoiZy Neiwe. 

A Cruise in the Acorn. By Alioe Jebbold. Six lUustrations, 

in Gold and Colours. Foolscap quarto, cloth extra, bevelled boards. 5/- 

« A simple little stoxy, very prettily told, with illustrations in colours and gold." — 
Qraphie, 

The Story of a Dewdrop. By Rev. J. R Maodufp, D.D. 

Each page printed in Brown Ink, upon one side of the paper only, 
and surrounded by a handsome Border. With Four Coloured Plates, 
executed in the most finished manner. Small quarto, handsomely 
bound in cloth. 6/- 

New edition, in decorated paper boards. 8/- 

" A graceftil little tale, ftdl of quaint conceits. . . We must pronounce it to be 
a gem.*'— 7^0 An Bull. 

"Each of the four elaborately beautiful colour-prints, with which the fEuidful 
moral is pointed and the tale adorned, is a delicate work of art, bright as the rainbow, 
and as harmonious, soft, and pure."— Daily Telegraph. 

** Beautifully printed, and is embellished with four coloured illustrations that are 
in keeping with the elegant tone of the book. "—Daily (Jhronide. 

Topo : a Tale about English Children in Italy. By G. E. 

Brunefille. With numerous Illustrations by Kate Gbeenaway. 

Square octavo, cloth extra. Second edition. 2/6 

" The illustrations are the most life-like representations of children we have come 
across this year, and would stand favourable compaiison mdth the best sketches of 
Richard Doyle and George du Maurier."— Gto&c 
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What an Old Mifth may Teach, By Leslie Keith, Author 

of "A Simple Maiden." With Illustrations by Oswald von Glbhn, 
B.A. Square octavo, cloth extra. 3/6 

" The idea has been well carried oat, and expressed in simple and gracefal lan- 
gaagfi,**— Times. 

*' Charmingly written ; the old myths read as if fresh from the brain of some wise 
man with the mind of age and the heart of jo\i\ii."~-Art Jov>rnal. 

Bible Biographies ; or, Stories from the Old Testament 

Bv Rev. W. E. Littlbwood, M.A., Vicar of St. James's, Bath. With 

Thirty-four Illustrations and Illuminated Frontispiece. Square octavo, 

cloth extra. 3/6 

"An admirable gift hook,"Su/nday Times. 
" Simply and clearly told,'*— Saturday Review. 

"Written in a style that will prove specially interesting to children." — Daily 
Chronide. 

The Dream of Melzar, and other Allegories. By Rev. T. J. 

CoRB, M.A., Ex-Scholar, Trinity College, Dublin. Second edition. 

With Coloured Frontispiece. Small octavo. 2/6 

"A good and spirited collection of parables."— Guardian 

" Deeply interesting allegories, which will find great favonr with young people." — 
Church Advoeate. 

Child's Life of our Lord. By S. Geraldina Stock, Author of 

" Israel in Egypt," &;c. With numerous Illustrations. Small octavo, 
cloth. 2/- 

*' It is well illustrated, and will make an acceptable gift-book. " — Graphic. 

" The leading events In the life of the Saviour are described in forty-eight chapters, 
in which the human uad the Divine aspects of His life are treated in a simple but 
reverent manner; and the interest of each event is enhanced by being presented in a 
series of word pictures, in which reference to many minute points of detail gives life 
and flreshness to the scene." — Sv/nday-School Magazine. 

The Langdales of Langdale End. By E. Lloyd. With a 

Frontispiece. Octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

" An excellent and very entertaining story of youth." — Sunday Times. 

How they were Caught in a Trap : a Tale of France in 1802. 

By EsM^ Stuart, Author of "Mimi," "The Good Old Days, ""Master 
Trim's Charge," &c. With a Frontispiece. Octavo, cloth extra. 5/- 

" Told very well by Miss Stuart. The flight is a particularly good piece of narra- 
tive. Miss Stuart has lit upon a fairly fresh subject, and makes good use of it." — 
SpeekUor. 

"A capital book to read aloud to intelligent hearers of almost any age or class.""- 
Gwirdian. 

Holiday Time at Forest House. With four Woodcnt Illustra- 
tions. Octavo, cloth extra. 6/- 

Chronicles of Cosy Nook : a Book of Stories for Boys and 

Girls. By Mrs. S. 0. Hall. With Full-page Original Illustrations, 

Coloured Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Crown octavo, 

cloth extra. 3/Q 

"Mrs. Hall never in her best days wrote a better story for youngsters."— Aforain^jr 
Ad/HTtiser. 
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BOOKS AT TWO-AND-SIXPENCE FOR CHILDREN. 
Dobbie and Dobbie's Master: a Peep into the Life of a 

Very Little Man, By N. d' An vers, Author of "Little Minnie's 
Troubles," &c. With Illustrations. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 
"A genuine child's story." — Spectator. 
"A fascinating story." — Aoademy. 

"We can recommend this book with all confidence to all fathers and mothers who 
hare a nursery of small children." — Standard. 

The Brolien Balaam ; or, the Story of a Weeli. By Ennis 

May. Illustrated with Nineteen Woodcuts, specially drawn and en- 
graved for the story, four of which are full-page. Small octavo, neatly 
bound in cloth, gold and black. 2/6 

Minna's Holiday, and other Tales. By M. Bbtham-Edwards. 

Full-page Original Illustrations, Coloured Frontispiece, and Illuminated 
Title-page. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

"Simple, pleasantly-written stories."— JDaiZy ITewa. 

Doda's Birthday: the Record of all that befell a Little Girl 

on a Long, Eventful Day, By Edwin J. £llis. Full-nage Original 
Illustrations, Coloured Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. 
Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

"A charming book." — DaU/y News. 

The Markhams of Ollerton : a Tale of the Civil War, 

1642-1647. By E. Glaister, Author of "A Constant Woman," &c. 
FiUl-page Original Illustrations, Coloured Frontispiece, and Illuminated 
Title-page. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

"Abounds with thrilling incidents of that eventftil period." — Uomi^Pott. 

Nanny's Treasure, From the French of Madame De Stolz. 

Nineteen Full-page Illustiations and Coloured Frontispiece. Small 
octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

*( A very deUghtftil story for children.**— ^OEdemy. 

The Little Head of the Family. From the French of Mdlle. 
Fleubiot. Fourteen Full-page Illustrations and Coloured Frontis- 
piece. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 
** Natural and pleasant."— Timcf." 

Christmas at Annesley ; or, how the Grahams spent their 

Holidays. By M. E. Shipley. Full-pa^e Original Illustrations, 

Coloured Frontispiece, and Illuminated Title-page. Small octavo, 

cloth extra. 2/6 

" A delightftil book for children."— 5icnday Times. 

" Will be read with delight by young folks."— L2oyd'« News. ] 

Turnaside Cottage. By Mart Senior Clark, Anthor of 

** Lost Legends of the Nursery Rhymes." Full-page Original Illustra- 
tions, Coloured Frontispiece, and Illuminatea Title-page. Small 
octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

i* Channingly written ; impressing good and usefbl lessons. "— ilrt Journal. 
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The Fairy Spinner. By MiRAifCA Hill. Full-page Original 

IllnstratioiiB, Colonred Frontispiece, and Illnmiiiated Title-page. 
Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

" R1WII7 anchsoUng ; wUl enthril Uie yoaiig render. "—EiIIiliwvACottTaRC 

PoUie and Jaok : a Small Story for Smali People. By 

Aliioi HiFBimN, Anthor of " Two Little Cansinii." Fall-r^e Origi- 
nal lUaatratiooa, Coloured Frotttiapiece, and Illmninated Title-page. 
Small octavo, clotli extra. 2/3 

" Will be macli enjojed bj yonna folks.'— K^ro. 

AH in a Garden Qreen, and Talk of a Sheet of Paper. 

BtEusabbth C. Tb&ioe, Author of "A Forlorn Hope," "Gerard 

Manton'a Wife," ka. With lUqstratioiis by I. M. Libdsat. Small 

octavo, cloth extra. 2/6 

"A very pretty cbildren'a story." — Atadtmy. 

"An atlnKtive book ror cbLldrsn, igresibly III1 

"An Lnt«TBBtlDg and Initmctlve book of storiei For unall cl 

Kaapar and the Seoen Wonderful Pigeons of WSrzburg. 

By Julia Goddabd. With Coloured Frontispiece, Illuminated Title, 
and Fall-page Original UlnBtrationB. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/S 
"TtuDk yon, good Figeoni, for (be vary pleuuit hosra yon have given UA"— 

BOOKS AT EIGHTEEM PENCE FOR CHILDREN. 



Master Troublesome. By Leslis Keith, Author of "A Simple 

Haiden," &c. NumeronB lUostlatioDs and Coloured Frontispiece. 
Small octavo, cloth extra. 1/6 

Nellie's Playmates, By Hope Mtddletoh. NnmeronB Illus- 
trations and Coloured Frontispiece. Small octavo, cloth extra. 1/6 

The Magic Pose : a Story for Children. By Blahobe Mary 

Pbttok. Numerous Illustrations and Coloured Frontispiece. Small 
octavo, cloth extra. 1/6 

My Dolly. By H. Buthebpubd Busseli., Author of "Tom 
Seven Years Old." Numerous lUusttatiouBandColonredFrontiapieco. 
Small octavo, cloth extra. 1/fi 

Children af the Farm : a Taie of Country Life. With 

IlIuGtrntionsandCnloAin-'l Frontispiece. Small octavo, cloth extra. 1/S 
Master Trim's Charge. By EbmS Stuart, Author of "The 

Good Old Days; or, f.'liristuias Under Queen Elizabeth." Numerous 
lUuBtmtionsanilCalourcd Froutispisos, SnMil octavo, cloth extra, l/fl 

Wildjfower Win : the Journal of a Little Girl. By 

E-ATiiLEEN Kn-i>x. KuioerouB Illnatistions and Coloured Frontia- 
piece. Small cctavo, cloth extra. 1/fi 
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Bttti)bas legistm, $ct. 

EIGHTH THOUSAND. 

The Birthday Year. With Selections from Chaucer to Long- 
fellow, chronologically arranged, printed on "Writing Paper. With 
Illuminated Title-page. Cloth extra, red edges. 2/- 

Ditto. Gilt edges, 2/6 ; Limp French Morocco, 3/- ; and in Morocco 
extra, 6/-. 
A superb edition of the above, with Illuminated Pages, and Vignette 

Portraits of the Poets, handsomely bound in cloth, gilt edges. 5/- 

TWBNTY-BIGHTH THOUSAND. 

Bed Letter Days : a Register of Anniversaries and 

Birthdays. There are Texts, and Original Verses written by Frances 
BiDLET Hayeroal, for each day in the year. With Illuminated Title- 
page and Frontispiece. Cloth stiff, red edges, 2/- ; Ditto, gilt edges, 2/6. 
Cloth limp, blocked in silver, red edges, 2/- ; Ditto, silver edges, 2/6 ; 
Limp French Morocco, 8/-; Morocco extra, 6/-; Bussia, 7/-; Russia, 

Circuit-edges, tuck, 8/-. 

SIXTY-FIFTH THOUSAND. 

Links of Memory : a Birthday Register and Daily Text 

Book. Compiled by Frances A. Shaw, with a Preface by Frances 
B. Hayeroal. Illuminated Frontispiece. 32mo. Cloth, gilt edges. 1/- 
Ditto, Leatherette, 1/-; Limp FrenchMorocco, gilt line, gilt edges, 1/6 ; 
Limp Calf, 2/-; Limp Smooth Bussia, gilt lines, 3/-. 

The Birthday Register. With Sentiments from Shakspere. 

32mo. Cloth, gilt edges. 1/- 

Ditto. Leatherette, 1/- ; Limp French Morocco, gilt line, gilt edges, 1/6 ; 
Limp Calf, 2/-; Limp Smootn Bussia, gilt lines, 3/-. 

The Book of Thoughts, for the Boudoir and Drawing- 

Room. A new Album for collecting the Thoughts and Opinions of Friends 
on many topics, with carefully selected Mottoes for every Confession. The 
book is planned to contain fifty Confessions, and at the beginning is a 
ruled Index for recording the Compilers' Names. Printed on the finest 
toned writing paper. In two sizes, cloth extra, gilt edges. Large Post 
Quarto, 6/- ; and Post Quarto, 3/6. Third edition. 
Ditto. French Morocco, gilt, bevelled boards, Large Post Quarto. 10/6 

Post Quarto. 7/6 

*' Wekonu the Gomingt speed the parting guest." 

Ouest Book. A Eegister for Guests to Eecord their Visits at 
Friends' Houses. Each page is headed by Quotations applicable to the 
Host and Hostess, and Mottoes appropriate to the Guests are ranged 
down the side of the page. The pages are divided by lines into spaces 
which the Guests will fill up under the following printed headings : — 
•*Name," "Kesidence,** "Arrived," **Left," "Going to," "Events, 
Adventures, Bemarks." Printed on the best Writing Paper. Large 
Post Quarto, cloth, gold and black, gilt edges. Second edition. 7/6 
** In town or country, such a book as tills will enliven a honsehold from day to day 

fkroughout the year." — Daily Telegraph. 

'* It is arranged on a plan for making notes and observations, which will provide a 

fond of amusement for many a hospitable country house this coming Christmas."— 

Punch. 
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Robinson Crusoe. By Danibl Defoe. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and Title-page, and numeroos Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth 
extra. S/6 

The Vicar of Waltefield. By Oliver (joldsmith. With 

Coloured Frontispiece and Title-page and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown octavo, cloth extra. 3/Q 

Swiss Family Robinson. A New Translation from the German, 
with numerous Illustrations. Crown octavo, cloth extra. Kew edition. 

2/6 

LARGE COLOURED 

IPicto JBo Dkg far iLittU Cfjillrrm. 

Picture Library of Animais. Pictures, telling their own 

Stories to Little Ones who cannot read, and interesting Stories for 
Children who can. 

BOOK I.— Betsivda, ths Ocntlb Cow. 

BOOK II.— Faithful David and otheb Stobibs. 

BOOK III.— Thb Stobt of Gacklb, a Discontented Young Oooae. 

BOOK IV.- Muff and Puff : the Two Little Babbita who woaldn*t stay at Home. 

BOOK v. — Mabjobt, thb Shkphbbd'b Orand-dauqhtsb. 

BOOK VL— DUKK, THB DONKIT. 

BOOK VII.— Hina and ths PiacoHS. 
BOOK VlII.— Caged and Fbbb. 

Each book contains five large Coloured Plates and numerous Woodcut 
illustrations, bound in decorated stiff cover. 1/- 

Books I. to lY. and Y. to YIII. can also be had bound in cloth, each 
forming a handsome Presentation volume. 5/- 

Tfie Parabies of Our Lord. Large Plates in Colours, true to 
Eastern Life, and therefore highly realistic of the scenes described in the 
principal Parables ; with the Text in simple language for Children. 

BOOK I.— Thv Prodigal Son. 

BOOK IL^Thb Bowkr and thb Bbkd ; Thb Vinbtard ; Thb Tbbasurb Hid in a 
Field ; The Pearl of Great Prick ; The Net. 

BOOK IIL— The Unmerciful Servant ; The Rich Man and Lazarus ; The Unjust 
Judge ; The Good Saicaritan. 

BOOK lY.— The Loot Sheep ; The Lost Piece of Monet ; The Ten Virgins ; Thb 
Purlioan and the Pharisee ; The Wedding Garment. 

Each book contains five large Coloured Plates, bound in decorated stiff 
cover. 1/- 

The four books can also be had bound in one volume in doth. 5/- 



BOOKS ON SPECIFIC SUBJECTS. 23 

COHSTirXTTIOirAL HI8T0BT. 

The Constitutional History of England, from 1760-1860. 

By Charles Duke Yonge, M.A., Regius Professor of Modem History 
in Queen's College, Belfast, and Author of " The History of the Britisk 
Navy," '* The Life of Marie Antoinette," &c., &c. A continuation of 
Hallam's "Constitutional History of England." Demy octavo, 

cloth. 12/- 

WOSK Oir FBET-CUTTIJI6. 

Examples for Fret-Cutting and Wood-Caruing. Containing 

Twenty-four Large Plates of riginal Designs. By F. £. Hulmb, F. S. A. , 
of Marlborough College. Large Imperial 4to. 7/6 

POLITICAL ECONOMT. 

Poiitloal Economy for Business People. By Eobbrt Jamieson. 

Aims at a simple and unconventional mode of treating the subject, 
and advocates an important change in the accepted theory regarding the 
relationship between money and prices. Crown 8vo, cloth. 5/- 

EVESETT'S 8H0BTHAND. 

Shorthand for General Use. By J. D. Everett, Professor 

of Natural Philosophy in the Queen's College, Belfast Foolscap 
octavo. Second edition. 2/6 

GXriDE TO EILLABHEY. 

A Companion to Killarney. By Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall. 

A complete Guide to Killarney, Glengariff, and the South- West of 
Ireland. With numerous Illustrations, good-sized Map, and all 
necessary Tourists' information. Small octavo, cloth limp. 2/6 

BOOK OH FI8HIH6 FOB B0T8. 

The Boy*S Walton. By Ulick J. Burke, B.A. Numerous 

Illustrations. Small octavo, cloth extra. 2/- 

** A capital book on fishing."— iloaclemy. 

HEW WORK OH WHIST. 

The Whist-Player's Quids. By H. F. Morgan, late Captain 

28th Regt. 16mo, cloth. 2/- 

Ditto, gUt edges. 2/6 

" The plan pursued throughout is a very good one, and the more Mr. Morgan's Guide 
is known, the wider, we feel sure, will its popularity become."— Daily ChronicU. 

JEWISH LIFE nr LONDOH. 

Within a Circle. By Emilt Marion Harris, Author of 

" Estelle," &c. Small octavo, paper boards. 1/- 

FOFXTLAB FHT8I0L06T. 

The Physiology of Euery-Day Life. A Lecture given by 

J. H ABBis Stone, M. A. , F. L. S. , F. C. S. Paper cover. 6d. 

" Well worth getting, and reading through sentence by sentence. A sixpence 
spent on a book of this kind may save pounds in doctor's bills."— ^a(iona2 SehoolmasUr. 

" For general reading it is interesting and instructive, while teachers of physiology 
and domestic economy w^l find much in it specially serviceable to them."— iSoAooIflUwter. 
o 2 
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MABCUS WARD A CO.'S LIST. 



Ctjucational WAotksi* 

A T LAS E S. 

Adopted by the Board of National Education in Ireland and the School 
Board for London, and generally in uee in Schools throughout Great 
Britain and the Colonies. 



MARCUS WARD'S UNIVERSAL ATLAS. 



LIST 

Battam Hemisphere 

Western Hemisphere 

Europe 

Asia 

Afirica and Arabia 

North America 

South America 

England and Wales 



PRICE SIXPENCE. 
OF MAPS— Fully Coloured. 



Scotland 
Ireland 
Prance 

German Empire 
Aastrian Empire 

Hungary 
Kingdom of Italy 
Russia in Europe 



and 



Turkey in Europe, Greece, 

Montenegro, he. 
India or Hindustan 
Dominion of Canada 
United States of America 
Australia A Tasmania 
New Zealand 
Canaan or Palestine 



The groatest number of Maps for Bixpenoe ever offered. 



MARCUS WARD'S SHILLING ATLAS. 

Twenty-nine Maps, printed in Oolonrs, in the best style. 

WITH OSOO&APHIOAL DSFZHITZOHB, DIA0&AX8 OF THE OL0BS8, *e. 

This Atlas contains extra Maps and information suitable for more 

advanced papils, is printed on strong paper, and bound in durable cloth 

cover. 

The largest Shilling Atlas ever offered to the Public. 



MARCUS WARD'S HOME ATLAS. 

Thirty Maps, printed in Oolours. 

From New Plates, specially engraved, with all the latest information 
from the best authorities, and Index to upwards of 8000 places. Crown 
Quarto, Paper Boards, 2/- ; Cloth, Extra, 2/6. 



Explanatory Map 

Eastern Hemisphere 

Western Hemisphere 

Europe 

Asia 

Africa 

North America 

South America 

Oceania 

The British Islands 

England and Wales 

Scotland 



LIST OF MAPS. 

I Ireland 
I Krance 

German Empire 
' Austrian Empire and Eing- 
I dora of Hungary 
I Kingdom of Italy 

The Netherlands^ Belgium 

Sweden, Norway, and 
Denmark 

Turkey in Europe & Greece 

Russia in Europe 

Switzerland 



Spain and Portugal 
Turkey in Asia, Syria, 

Persia, Afghanistan, &e. 
India or Hindustan 
The Dominion of Canada 
United States of America 
Australia and Tasmania 
Central America and West 

Indies 
New Zealand 
Canaan or Palestine 
Bible Maps 



EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 25 

MARCUS WARD'S PORTABLE ATLAS. 

Thirty Maps, printed In Oolours, on one side only of Bnperfine Drawing 

Paper, with fall Index. 

Demy Octayo, handsomely bound in Cloth — India Rubber binding, to 
open perfectly flat. 8/6 

Advantages of this Atlas over others at similar or higher prices: — 

1. Pictorial Illnstrations of Oeog^phical Terms. 

2. Diagrams to illastrate the use of the Glohes. 

S. In the Maps of Bogland, Scotland, and Ireland, the BUes of the Towns by their 
Populations are distinguished by vuded letterings. 

4. The Countries where French is spoken are shown on one Hap. 

5. The Countries where German or kindred languages are spoken are shown on one Hap. 
0. The whole of the Russian Empire depicted on one Plate. 

7. The whole of the Turkish Empire depicted on one Plate. 

8. Hap of Overland Route— Mediterranean to the Indus— Asiatic Russia— Khiva- 

Kokand— Syria— Euphrates Valley — Persia— Afghanistan— Biluchistan, Ac. 
Illustrating the advance of the Russian Empire towards India. 

9. The British ules in one Map. 

10. Several enlarged Maps of British Colonies. 

11. Special Biblical Haps, for Sunday Lessons. 

MARCUS WARD'S SCHOOL ATLAS. 

This Atlas contains Thirty Maps, printed in Oolonrs. 

The lettering of the places is plain and readable, the Index is specially 

adapted for quick reference, and it will be found a most useful Atlas for 

Schools and Colleges. Imperial Octavo, Maps folded. Decorated Cloth 

Cover, Elastic Binding, to open perfectly flat, with complete Index. 5/- 



MARCUS WARD'S EVERY-DAY ATLAS. 

Thirty Maps, printed in Oolonrs. 
With Geographical Illustrations, Coloured Illuminated Title-page, and 
a complete Index. Imperial 4to, Strong Boards, Cloth Back, rrinted 
Design on both Sides. 3/6 

Atlases of Outlines atiDi Blanit projections. 

MARCUS WARD'S SIXPENNY OUTLINE ATLAS. 

Bighteen Maps, Quarto, Stout Drawing Paper, Btil! Paper Oover. 

OONTSNTS. 

England and Wales India or Hindustan 

Scotland United States of America 

Ireland Australia and Tasmania 

France 

German Empire 
Austrian Empire and 
Hungary 



Eastern Hemisphere 

Western Hemisphere 

Europe 

Asia 

Africa and Arabia 

North America 

South America 



Mew Zealand 
Cuiaan or Palestine 



MARCUS WARD'S SIXPENNY ATLAS OF BLANK PROJECTIONS. 

Sixteen Maps, Quarto, printed on Fine Paper, StifT Wrapper. 

SINGLE MAPS can be "had from, the Outline and Projection Atlases on 
specially prepared Superfine Drawing Paper, Id, each. 
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CLASS-BOOK FOB CLASSICAL ABD ABT SCHOOLS. 

Jfei0 SdUUm, Itevited by the SdUor. 

The Mythology of Qreeoe and Rome, with special reference 

to its %ue in Art. From the Gennan of 0. Seemann. Edited by 
G. H. BiANCHi, M.A., late Scholar of S. Peter's College, Cambridge. 
With sixty-four fine illustrations after some of the Masterpieces of 
Ancient and Modern Art. The distinction between Greek and Roman 
deities has been preserved, but the conyentional spelling has been re- 
tained. A copious Index is appended, in which the quantities of the 
vowels are carefully marked. Crown octavo, cloth, neatly stamped 
with classic design. 2/6 

Placed on the Priae-List of H. M. Department of Science and Art, 



Some Extracts from Opinions of the Press upon " Mythology of Qreeoe and Bome." 

" A work which we strongly recommend every teacher fond of reading to add to his 
library ... a lucid and most interesting description of the heathen gods and god- 
desses, the stories concerning them, and, what is of greater importance, the probable 
meaning of these stories. The work is beautiftilly Ulnstrated, and there are special 
notes— and these of a most interesting character — on the existing statues of the heathen 
gods and goddesses." — NaM(ynaXSchool'aM^tT, 

** So careful is the author to render an account of the alternative legends in every 
case, that the student may reckon to find in the work the explanation of every incident 
of mythology which he will find represented in old and standard art."— iSdioof Board 
Chronicle. 

* * All that could be desired for the purpose ... we can heartily recommend it. " — 
EducaUUmal Newi. 

"A capital book. May be heartily recommended in the place of the ordinary 
Classical Dictionary."— TeocAer. 



HEW ELEMENTABY 6E06BAPHT. 

Adopted by the London and many Provincial Sohool Boards. 

TWBNTY-PIFTH THOUSAND. 

The Child's Geography, for the use of Schools and for Home 

Tuition. Part I. By M. J. Bareinoton-Ward, M.A., F.R.G.S., 

Worcester College, Oxford. With Maps and numerous Illustrations. 

Paper boards, cloth back. 6d. 

Ditto. Cloth. 9d. 

Part II. is in active preparation. 

" A simple introduction to the study of geography, intended for children of seven 
or eight years old. . . . Geography, if it is to inake any impression on a child's 
mind, must be taught from the map, and not from the manned : . . . and, before it 
can profit bv the map, the child must clearly understand the place which the world he 
lives in holds in the universe, . . . and the relation between the symbolism of the 

f;lobe and the flat map of the geographer. All this is very clearly and pleasantly set 
brth in simple and well-chosen language. Moreover, the Child's Geography contains a 
great deal of information about the differences of soil and climate to be found in different 
parts of the earth's surface, and the causes of these differences. It also tells about the 
plants and animals to be found in foreign countries, and about the various races of 
mankind, and the manners and customs which distinguish them from each other. The 
text is frequently broken by illustrations which ought to go far to find favour for the 
book with the little folks for whom it is intended, as its illustrated pages are very much 
more attractive to look upon than the columns and sections of hard names to be learnt 
by heart that meet the eye on opening the old-fashioned geographical manuaL . . . 
He has certainly succeeded in supplying a want which has long been felt of an elemen- 
tary text-book of geography that should be at once simple and scientlflc."— iSo^rday 
Review. 



EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 27 

HEW ABITHMSTIC. 

Marous Ward's Arithmetic. To suit the requirements of the 

New Educational Code By J. W. Mabshall, M.A., late Scholar 

of St. Peter's College, Cambridge ; Assistant Master at Charterhouse 

School. 

FAST I. — SiMPLS Rules. (Standards I. and II.) In linen. 4d. 

PART II.— Compound Rules. (Standards III. and IV.) In Linen. bd. 

FART III. — Praotice, Bills of Parcel, Fractions, Decimals. (Standards V. 

and VI.) In Linen. 8d. 

ANSWERS. In linen. 8d. 

Or complete in One Volume, SmaU Octavo, Cloth. 1/6 

The same, with the Answers. 2/- 



The advantages this Arithmetic possesses may be briefly summed up : — 

1. The work of a mathematician in high honours, and of an expe- 
rienced teacher. 

2. No compilation, but an original treatise, written for the young. 
8. The Examples are arranged and gradiuUed with great care. 

4. Only one new difficulty at a time is brought before the pupil. 

5. In the Miscellaneous Exercises the questions are proposed as they 
would naturally be presented in actual business, and not as mere sums. 

6. A larger amount of matter than is to be found in any other book 
at the same price. 

" One of the best, as well as cheapest, new aritbmeties which we have seen for a 
long while."— Educational Times, 

** Full of well-chosen examples and test questions."— ;ScftooZ OtMrdian, 
" Gtood vmrkiTig books for children."— /^rational SchoolvMuUr, 

The follotoing book is in dceordcmce wUh the Revised Code, amd meets the 
requirements of the Memoranda of the London School Board, Its object is to 
give in the simplest lang^tage an accurate account of every-day objects ; and 
in this sense it may be viewed as a series of object lessons. But the strongest 
effort has been exerted to make the book progressive and connected, A thorough 
mastery of it will bring thep^ipU to Oie Sireshold of the Arts and Scieiuses. 

The First Booli of Knowledge. By Frederick Guthrib,F.RS., 

Professor of Physics at the Nonnal School of Science, South Kensing- 
ton. Small octavo, cloth. 1/- 

EXTBAGT FBOM THE PBEFACE. 

'< Clay is a stuff. A brick is a thing. I want boys and girls, and so, by-ond-by, 
everybody, to know something about stuffs and things. Therefore, in this First Book 
of Knowledge I have striven to make clear what stuffs are, and how things are made 
from them. So I take such a house as most of us live in, and show, flnt, of what 
stuffs, and how, its parts are made, and I speak as near to the beginning as I can of those 
things which are first used as the house is being built. But^ I find that bricks and 
mortar are made by the help of coal, I begin with a few words about coal ; then I speak 
of what may be called the trimmings of the house — such as paint and paper ; then of 
pots, and pass, and such ; then of lighting and heating, then of clothing, then of food, 
tiien of cleaning, then of writing and printing." When this book is used by a teacher, 
he should get as many as he can of the stuflS and things spoken of— such as a lump of 
clay, a brick, a bit of lime, a bit of iron ore, a bit of iron, and so on. Lists of such 
things are given as they are wanted. Each Part of the Book is broken into lesser parts 
marked by numbers, such as IX. Each lesser part forms about one Lesson. The 
Questions given at the end of each lesson are only samples. As the teacher gets further 
on, he will of course ask questions about what has gone before. In teaching, he 
should only use this book as a guide, and he should be able to give other and more 
knowledge than is given here." 
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MARCUS WARD'S 

IMPROVED WRITING COPY-BOOKS. 

fltHoirteli fti ^t j^cfrool Boatti tat ILontion, aidi tire SSoarH 
of lUtional €fOncatum in Srrlanli* 

This is an entirely New Series of Copy-Books, specially designed to 
insu/re the easy and rapid progress of the Pupil, to lighten the labour of 
the Teacher, and to secure the formation of a beautiful, distinct, a^id 
rapid hand/writing. 

No. FBIOX TWOFXNOB HAOH. 

1. ISTRODUcroRT — Shobt Lettkbs Text. 

2. Introductort— Long Lktters — Words Text, 

3. WoROfi OF LoNO AND Bhort LETTERS H<df TexL 

4. Capital Letters, Short Words, and Figurbb Half Text. 

6. Sezttences (Proverbs) and Figures Rmind Hand. 

6. Sektenoes (Proverbs, Ao.) and Figures Medium Hand, 

7. Sentences (Precepts and Adages) • Small Hand. 

8. Selections from Shaksperb FinUhing Hand, 

9. Commercial Correspondence BuHnese Hemd. 

10. Lettering — Plain and Ornamental. 

11. Irish Language CeUic Chara/ier. 

12. Civil Service Current Hand. 

16. Blank Exercise Book— Ruled, with Double Lines fob Transcription and 

Dictation, to suit Writing as in Book 0. 
16. Blank Exe^isb Book— Ruled, with Double IjInbs for Transcription and 
Dictation, to suit Wrthno as in Book 7. 

18. Blank Exercise Book for Home Use— Ruled with Single Lines. 

19. Blank Exercise Book— Cross Ruled. 



An Impeetor af Schools for Scotland writes :— " Hy only regret is that I was born so 
early, for I believe I shoold have been a good writer myself had it been my good fortune 
to have been driven through this set." 

An Inspector of Schools/or England writes :— " I like the style of writing very much.'* 

A Head-Master writes: — " I think them admirably adapted to teach a neat, legible 
style of penmanship. Inspectors will be likely to approve of this series^ as it removes 
many of the objections I have known them nise against others." 

John Bull says : — *' For price, excellence of paper, the progression of the series, and 
the correctness of form of the letters, leave nothing to be desired." 

The Schoolmaster says :— " The skill and judgment shown in the preparation of copies 
ard evidently the result of long experience in the best methods of teachmgpenmanship." 

SPECIMENS AND PROSPECTUS FREE ON APPLICATION. 



HEAD LINES FOR SLATES. 

Unfform with the "IMPROVED WRITINQ GOPY-BOOKS." 

Baoh Bet contains 24 Slips of copy-headB printed In white on black baokgronnd, 
fonnlng a UBefnl and time-saving snbstltnte for the black-boaxd. 

Price ONE SHILLING each Set. 



BET 1.— Elements, Short Letters, Figures. 
2.— Long Let 
8.— Words oi 
4.— Capitals. 



„ 2. — ^LoNG Letters and Words. 

8.— Words of Long and Short LBrrsBS. 



ANNUAL PUBLICATIONS. 29 

The Shahsperean Calendar. Highly-decorated Daily Date 

Calendar, for the Library and Boudoir, beautifully printed in Colours. 
A leaf to be torn each day from the block-tablet. The information 
comprises Sunrise and Sunset, Moon's Changes, Festivals, Holidays, 
Ac, with an appropriate quotation from Shakspere. 1/- 

Day unto Day. A Sacred Calendar. In same style as above. 
With an appropriate quotation from Scripture for every day in the 
year. 1/- 

Euery-Day. A Motto Calendar for men of business and other 
busy men. In same style as above. With terse quotations from 
standard writers for every day in the year. 1/- 

Seaaons Calendar. Size, 4 x 2f inches, containing four 
highly -finished pictures, representing "Spring," "Summer," 
"Autumn," "Winter," and four pages consisting of Calendar and 
other useful information. 6d. 

A Garland of Good Wishes. A Calendar for the Year, in 

Chromo-Lithography, with Poetry and General Information. 2/- 

Poohet - Book Calendar. A Bijou Almanac, size. If x IJ 
inches, with gilt edges, suitable for purse, pocket-book, or waistcoat 
pocket. Id. 



MARCUS WARD'S CONCISE DIARIES. 



For the Pocket^Published AnnmUly — Lightest^ Cheapest^ Handiest^ Best, 

The Concise Diabies meet the universal objection to all other Pocket 
Diaries — their cumbrousness and unnecessary weight in the pocket. 
They are beautifully printed in Blue and Brown, on a light, hard, 
metallic paper, and combine the following advantages : — 

4. Equal Spaee for Sundays. 



1. Maximum of Writing Space. 

2. Minimum of Weight. 
8. Useless Matter Omitted. 



5. Daily Engagement Record. 
- - til 



6. The Writing is Indelible. 

The Concise Diabies are made both in ''Upright " and ''Oblong " form, 

and in Three sizes of each form. 
Only one part (Three Months) need be carried in the pocket at once. 
All so-called "Useful Information," which few ever read, is excluded. 
A cMaUed Tradt List of the Diariea can he had, post free, on applioation. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 



' By a capital arrangement, the maTimnm amount of writing space is secured in 
these handy little books, with the minimum amount of weight"— Dai2y Telegraph, 
" If is a very good plan."— PoU Mall Gazette. 
" The most complete series yet published."— iStondard. 
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MARCUS WARD S CO:S LIST. 



UST OF BOOKS IN ORDER OF PRICE. 

All Works are houmd in Cloth, uiUess otherwise mentumed. The number 
after each tiUe refers to the page of this List in which a full description of 

the book will befov/nd. 

Books at Sixpence. 



Marcus Ward's Uniyersal Atlas. 

Stiff cover, 24. 
Marcus Ward's Sixpenny Outline 

Atlas. Stiff cover, 25. 
Marcus Ward's Sixpenny Atlas of 

Blank Projections. Stiff cover, 25. 



The Child's Geography. Paper 

boards, 26. 
The Physiology of Every-day life. 

Paper cover, 23. 



Book at Ninepence. 

The Child's Geography. 26. 

Books at One Shilling. 



Language and Poetry of Flowers. 8. 
Links of Memory. OiU edges, or 

Leatherette, 21. 
The Birthday R^ter. Do. 21. 
Miss Havergal's Daily TextBook. 7. 
Shakspere and Holy Writ. 7. 
Within a Circle. Piiper boards. 28. 
Marcus Ward's Shilling Atlas. 24. 
The First Book of Knowledge. 27. 
Messages for Life's Journey. 7. 

THE PICTUBE UBHABY OF 
ANIMALS. Stiff paper covers. 22. 

Betsinda, the Gentle Cow. 
Faithhil David, and other Tales. 
The Story of Cackle. 
Muff and Puff. 

Maijory, the Shepherd's Grand- 
dau^ter. 



Duke, the Donkey. 
Mina and the Pigeons. 
Caged and Free. 



THE PAB4BLE8 OF OXTB LOBD. 

Stiff paper covers. 22. 

1. The Prodigal Son. 

2. The Sower; Treasure hid in a 

Field; Pearl of Great Price; 
Net cast into the Sea ; Labour- 
ers in the Vineyard. 

3. Good Samaritan ; Two Debtors ; 

Bich Man and Lazarus; Im- 
portunate Widow. 

4. The Wedding Garment; Ten 

Virgins; Publican and Pharisee; 
The Lost Sheep; The Lost Piece 
of Money. 



Book at One Shilling and Threepence. 

Language and Poetry of Flowers. OUt edges. 8. 

Books at One Shilling and Sixpence. 

THE ULXrSIBATED WAYEBLEY NOVELS. Paper covers. 2. 



VoL 

1 Waverley. 

2 Ivanhoe. 

8 Eenilworth. 

4 Guy Mannering. 

5 The Heart of Mid-Lothian. 



VoL 

6 Quentin Durward. 

7 The Antiquary. 

8 Old Mortality. 

9 The Bride of Lammermoor and 

A Legend of Montrose. 



BOOKS IN ORDER OF PRICE. 
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Books at One Shilling 

WAYESLET NOVELS— eo7i^mi«e(2. 

VoL 

10 The Talisman. 

11 The Fair Maid of Perth. 

12 The Monastery. 
18 The Abbot. 

14 The Fortunes of Nigel. 

15 Bob Roy. ' 

16 Redgaiintlet. 

17 Peveril of the Peak. 

18 Woodstock. 

19 St. Ronan's Well. 

20 The Betrothed. 

21 Anne of Geierstein. 

22 The Black Dwarf, Chronicles of 

the Canongate, and other Tales. 

23 The Pirate. 

24 Count Robert of Paris. 

25 The Surgeon's Daughter, Castle 

Dangerous, and General Glos- 
sary. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poems. 2. 



and Sixpence — continued, 

CHILDBEN'S BOOKS. 20. 

Master Troublesome. 
Nellie's Playmates. 
The Magic Rose. 
My Dolly. 

Children of the Farm. 
Master Trim's Charge. 
Wildflower Win. 



THE BLUE-BELL HOVELS. 

Paper boards, 1. 
Blue Bell. 
Summer Snow. 
A Little Western Flower. 
Brownie. 

A Simple Maiden. 
Clare. 

The Disturbing Element. 
A Sprig of Heather. 
Friends Only. 
Cousin Sidney. 
Over the Border. 
A Constant Woman. 
Making or Marring. 
The Story of a Demoiselle. 
Hilary's Love Story. 



Links of Memory. Limp French 

Morocco, gilt Ime and edges, 21. 
The Birthday Register. DiUo, 21. 
Messages for Life's Journey. Qilt 

edges. 7. 
Miss Havergal's Daily Text Book. 

Oilt edges, 7. 
Shakspere and Holy Writ. Oilt 

edges, 7. 
Marcus Ward*s Arithmetic. 27. 
Stories of English History for th« 

Little Ones. 6. 

Books at Two Shillings. 

Stories of Bible History for th« 
Little Ones. 6. 



8. 
11. 



Language & Poetry of Flowers. 
The Following of the Flowers. 
The Quiver of Love. 8. 
The Birthday Year. 21. 
The Boy's Walton. 23. 
The Whist-Player's Guide. 23. 
The Brothers ; Tales of Long Ago. 7. 
Red Letter Days. 21. 
Links of Memory. lAmp calf, 21. 
Birthday Register. Limp calf, 21. 
Marcus Ward's Home Atlas. 24. 
Child's Life of our Lord. 18. 
Marcus Ward's Arithmetic. With 
Answers, 27. 



Books at Two Shillings and 



THE NEW FLUTABCH. 4. 

Coligny. 

Judas Maccabseus. 
Abraham Lincoln. 
Joan of Arc. 
Haroun Alraschid. 
Sir John Franklin. 



Sir Richard Whittington. 
Martin Luther. 
Victor Emmanuel. 



The Blue-bell Novels. 1. 
Illustrated Waverley Novels. 2. 
Sir Walter Scott'a Poems. 2. 
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Books at Two ShilllngB and Sixpence. — eonUnued. 



The Following of the Flowers. OiU 

edges. 11. 
The Quiver of Love. OiU edges, 8. 
Langnage and Poetry of Flowers. 

Gilt edges, 8. 
Mildred's Mistake. 16. 
Eldergowan. 16. 
Where the Rail Runs Now. 16. 
Swiss Family Robinson. 22. 

The Birthday Year. OiU edges, 21. 
Red Letter Days. OUt edges or 

silver edges, 21. 
Marcus Ward's Home Atlas. 24. 
M3rthology of Greece and Rome. 26. 
Shorthand for General Use. 23. 
A Companion to Killamey. 23. 
The Whist-PUyer's Guide. OiU 

edges, 23. 



GIFT BOOKS FOB CHILDBEV. 

Dobbie and Dobbie's Master. 19. 

Minna's Holiday. 19. 

Doda's Birthday. 19. 

The Markhams of Ollerton. 19. 

Nanny's Treasure. 19. 

The Little Head of the Family. 19. 

The Broken Balsam. 19. 

Christmas at Annesley. 19. 

Tumaside Cottage. 19. 

The Fairy Spinner. 20. 

Pollie and Jack. 20. 

All in a Garden Green. 20. 

Easpar and the Seven Wonderful 
Pigeons of Wiirzburg. 20. 

Topo : a Tale about English Child- 
ren in Italy. 17. 

The Dream of Melzar. 18. 



Books at Three Shillings. 



The Birthday Tear. Limp French 

Morocco, 21. 
Red Letter Days. Limp French 

Morocco, 21. 
Links of Memory. Limp 8mjoo(h 

BvMia, 21. 



The Birthday Register. lAmp smooth 

Russia, 21. 
The Story of a Dewdrop. Fap§r 

Boards, 17. 



Books at Three Shillings and Sixpence. 



Illustrated Waverley Novels. Half 

bound, 2. 
Sir Walter Scottfs Poems. Half 

bound, 2, 

BOOKS OF TBAYEL. 8. 

Heroes of North African Discovery. 
Heroes of South African Discovery. 
China, Historical and Descriptive. 
Japan, Historical and Descriptive. 
India, HiRtorical and Descriptive. 
Notes of Travel in Egypt and Nubia. 

Miss Havergal's Daily Text Book. 

Calf extra, 7. 
Book of Thoughts for the Boudoir 

and Drawing-room. Fost4to, 21. 



Marcus Ward's Portable Atlas. 25. 
Marcus Ward's Every-day Atlas. 26. 



BOOKS 70B TOUKO PEOPLE. 

Fairyland Tales of Dwarfs, Fairies, 

&c. 18. 
Fairy Circles. 18. 
Country Maidens. 16. 
What an Old Myth may Teach. 18. 
Bible Biographies. 18. 
Chronicles of Cosy Nook. 18. 
Robinson Crusoe. 22. 
The Vicar of Wakefield. 22. 
Young Marmaduke. 12. 
The Ship of Ice. 12. 



BOOKS IN ORDER OF PRICE. 
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Books at Five Shillings. 



BOOKS 70B BOTS. 

Adyentures in Many Lands. 12. 

Three Years at Wolverton. 12. 

The Flag Lieutenant. 12. 

Last Cruise of the Ariadne. 12. 

Perilous Seas. 12. 

White Lily of the Great Sahara. 13. 

Coralie. 13. 

Ralph Somerville. 13. 

Julian Cloughton. 16. 



BOOKS 70B TOUKO PEOPLE. 

Miss Hitchcock's WeddingDress. 16. 
Myrtle and Cypress. 16. 
The Good Old Days. 17. 
Puck and Blossom. 17. 
A Cruise in the Aoom. 17. 



At Home. 11. 
The Story of a Dewdrop. 17. 
How they were Caught in a Trap. 18. 
The Langdalesof Langdale End. 18. 
Holiday Time at Forest House. 18. 

The Birthday Year. Superior edit,, 
gilt edges, 21. 

The Book of Thoughts. Large Post 
4to. 21. 

Picture Library of Animals. Two 
vols. , each containingfotw books. 22 

The Parables of Our Lord. Contain- 
ing fou^ books. 22. 

Marcus Ward's School Atlas. 25. 

The Anchor of Hope and The Haven 
of Peace. 7. 

Political Economy for Business 
People. 23. 



Books at Six Shillings. 



AI7NT CHABLOTTS'S HISTOBIES 
FOB TOUKG GHILDBEN. 6. 

English History. 

Bible 

French 

German 

Greek 

Roman 



Aunt Charlotte's Ev'gs. at Home. 7. 

Some Account of the Great Build- 
ings of London. 11. 



POETBT. 8. 

Among the Flowers. 
Waifs and Strays. 
Sir Hervey's Bride. 
Songs in Exile. 
Gaslight and Stars. 
Fragments of Verse. 



HOVELS. 15. 

The Lutaniste of St. Jacobi's. 
Ula: a Tale of Cetewayo and the 

Zulus. 
Em ; or, Spells and Counter Spells. 
Grisel Bomney. 



The Birthd^ Year. Af or. extra. 21. 
Bed Letter Days. Morocco extra. 21. 

Book at Seven Shillings. 

Red Letter Days. Russia. 21. 

Books at Seven ShillingB and Sixpence. 

The Quiver of Love. 8. 
Book of Thoughts. Post 4to,Prench 
Morocco. 21. 



Examples for Fret-Cutting and 

Wood-Carving. 23. 
Guest Book. 21. 



Books at Eight Shillings. 

The Black Crusoe. 11. I Red Letter Days. Russia drcutt- 

I edges, tuck. 21. 
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Book at Sight Shillings and Sixpence. 

Windflor Caatle, and the Water- Way Thither. 11. 

Books at Ten Shillings and Sixpence. 

The Latin Year. 8. 

Floral Poetry and the Language of 

Flowers. 8. 
Tasmanian Friends and Foes. 10. 
Art Embroidery. 10. 
English Echoes of German Song. 10. 
Haras and Blossoms. 11. 



The Book of Thoughts. Large Post 
4io, French Morocco, 21. 



HOVELS. 



Only a Twelvemonth. 15. 

Aurelia. 15. 

Cross Purposes. 14. 

My Imperialist Neighbour. 15. 

Lord Farleigh. 15. 



Childhood a HundredTears Ago. 17. 
Landseer's Dogs & their Stories. 17. 

Books at Twelve Shillings. 

Thalassa. 10. | Constitutional Histoiy of England. 23. 

Books at Fifteen Shillings. 

Mrs. Mundi at Home. 10. | Our Native Land. 10. 

Dowdenham. 14. 

Books at Twenty-one Shillings. 



The Four Seasons at the Lakes. 10. 
Mate of the Jessica. 14. 



An IJnlessoned Girl. 14. 
Baldearg O'Donnell. 14. 

Books at Twenty-five Shillings. 

The Frithiof Saga. 9. | Christopher Columbus. 9. 

Book at Thirty-one Shillings and Sixpence. 

Owlet Ash. 14. 

Book at Forty Shillings. 

The Latin Year. 8. 

Book at Three and a Half Ouineas. 

At Anchor. 9. 

Books at Five Guineas. 

Shores of the Polar Sea. 9. | New Zealand Scenery. 9. 

MARCUS WARD'S ADAPTABLE BOOK COVERS, 

(REGISTERED,) 

lor Book Olnbs, Lending Libraries, Schools, and Home Use. 

APPLIED INSTANTLY— PIT ANT BOOK. 
ONE SHILLING FEB DOZEN, ASSORTED. 

A descriptive Catalogue of Marcus Ward^s Series of Sunday 
School Text and Hymn Cards^ with texts and verses selected or 
written expressly for these publiccUions by Frances Ridley Havergal^ 
Rev, R LangbridgCy Hesba Stretton, and other well-known writers^ 
will be sent post-free on application, 

MARCUS WARD & CO., LONDON & BELFAST. 
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